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PART I. 


I. 

I is the dawn of sprin^ide. The leaves are budding on all the troea, an4 
Mneu are donning the bright attire suitable to the season. Paris weleomes 
ck the returning sunbeams which promise to cheer the heart and ripen 
e strawberries, and the cold weather, which was excessive during the 
;e winter, has gone where the ohl moons go. The chestnut trees of the 
lileries garden rear their jdume-like blossoms amid the breezes, Bitda 
3 carolling on the topmost boughs, and from every nest tliere comes a 
irp of joy. 

It is just the day for a wedding, and in many a Parisian Church'^ men 
lid women are being married, for better or worse. There are weddings at 
lelleville, weddings in the Faubourg St. Honore, weddings in the CSiauBsds 
i'Antin, weddings in the Marais, weddings in every {lart of the The 

nbuiJLiaii dining-rooms, said to be ca^tue of accommodating a hundred 
uests are scarcely larg^ enough for the number of merrymakera, abd in 
tie wealthier neighbourhoods the notaries .and dressmakers are almost 
©side themselves. There is dining and dancing among the lower classes, 
iid lunching and signing of contracts among the wealthy ; and oa aU sides, 
mong high and low, the inevitable orange blossom is greatly in demand. 

Yesterday, there was a wedding at La Trinitc, the handsome church at 
10 top of the Chaussee d'Antin, which is approached through a charming 
luare, verdant with lawns, and umbrageous with leafy chestnut trees, 
nildren play there in the gravel walks, and birds dip their tiny beaks hi 
ie plashing fountains. Lovers exchange their vows in the more secluded 
>rners, and old couples, married thirty or forty years ago, sit down in the 
lade and think how pleasant their life has been. . With these surroundinjgjSf 
le gi'ass, the foliage and the flowers, the inirUi of children, the stoUu 
asses of ^^uth ana the affectionate converse of old age, it would s^om 
adeed as if a wedding celebrated at such a church must necessarily be a 
kppy one. • 

-At all events, the ceremony now in progress was at least extremely 
aslant. Two beadles, gorgeous in gold lace, stood in the main eutrance 
dth their halberts in thmr hands, making the wide doorway fairly glit^r. 
n the towers above, the bells were pealing men-:ly, and their silver voices 
eemed to proclaini the joy fulness ^f new-found happiness. Carriages were 
thing up one after another with their spirited horsed at a fast trot. ^ A 
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crowd had gathered to aee them pasa-H^ne of those motley throngs in whioh 
all t^ea of Parisian society ore mingled— -well-dressed gentlemen pausing 
in their stroll ; workgirls Who, having escaped from their sewing-rooms; 
were sighing as they gazed at the costly dresses ; people of the middle 
classes in search of something to stare at without paying for the show ; 
errand hoys neglectful of their dut«es, and pickpockets with an eye to 
business — in fact, the kind of people who like to follow stylish funerals^ 
and who, in the case of a wedding, stop in front of the church to see if the 
bride is pretty or otherwise. 

Two well-dressed men, whose attire showed that they had boon specially 
invited to the ceremony, were leaning against the outside railing of iJa 
Trinit(i, in easy attitudes, carelessly gesticulating as they cliattecl together 
Olid criticised the different equipages, and the ladies who alighted from them. 

“Bless me ! ” exclaimed the shorter of the two, a good-looking, fair- 
haired young fellow, who was examining the new arrivius through an eye- 
glass, “here are -the Neufgermains in a hired vehicle at thirty francs a 
day, and a gratuity to the driver. What can that mean ? ” 

“ My dear fellow,’’ replied his conijianion, a tfill, dark young man, 
“ only the wealthy indulge in miserly freaks of that kind. The Neufger- 
inains have a hundred thousand francs a year. They must be economising 
to make up their daughter’s dowry. ” f 

“ Well, it shows their wisdom, for they will never marry her off without 
one. She’s ugly enough to make a horse bolt witJi fright, besides being 
very disagreeable. Sh^e always looks to me as if she had been sucking a 
sour orange.” 

“ Don’t be abusive, my dear Busserolles ; you know very well that you 
would be only too happy to marryMier. Five hundred thousand to start 
with, and great expectations into the bargain, are not to be sneered at by 
aby means. ” 

“ No ; not when a fellow happens to be played out as you are ; but I’m 
in no such pickle you see.” 

“You will be, sure enough. I give you my won’ for it, and the word of 
Guy de Bautru of Anjou is not to bo despised. The custom of wearing 
gardenias in one’s buttonhole always leads up to one thing, you know.” 

‘ ‘ You are vastly mistaken , my fine fellow. Gardenias may be expensive, 
but the man who never gambles and never drinks doesn’t come to grief, 
especially when he has no particular fancy for ^ay women. ” 

“ Ahem ! I see you moan that 1 am riding in ‘ Satan’s Coach,’ as they 
used to say in the olden time. Wine, cards, and woman ! There’s a song 
about that in liobert U Diable. Well, well, ray patrimony may be on the 
wing, but at all events I have an uncle left. ” 

“You mean your uncle Souscarri^re ? But he is as strong as a Roman 
bridge ; and remember, undos with money to leave may grow old but they 
never die. ” 

“ The trut'i is that he enjoys as good health as any man. Ho is ne^ly 
sixty now, an I yot he rides on horseback seven hours a day. We 
iron constitutions in my family. ” ^ 

“ Well, I knew that you yourself hadn’t a wooden, one. You ea^ipse 
a protty woman witliout falling in love with her. XiOst year yUU 
badly stricken with Madeleine de Maugars.” « * 

Oh ! X have got over that, and the best proof of it is that I 
to her wedding.” 

* < Bah 1 you only do bo, because you don’t care to let iTfir fathur 
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jroti owd him a grudge — for he clooed hie ddors to jrou, didn^t he f 
pver. 111 venture to say that youll make a wry face Urhmt.the time oumee 
to bow to her in the vestry, and to her husband also, ^y-the-bye. Itrhere 
did this unexpected eligible bachelor come fivm ? Who is hOt this mitelan t 
Nobody seems to know him. ” ,,, 

Nor do 1, either. He burst upon Paris like a boihbshell some s^ 
months ago. People say he made a fortune in Mexico, or somewhere in 
those parts, and that he omnes of a good stock. However, he has no 
friends in our circle, and he doesn’t belong to any club. On the other hand, 
iie is on visiting terms with some highly respectable persons. The Keul^ 
prmains receive him, for instance. I believe that ne Was introduced to 
Monsieur de Mangars at their house.” 

“ Good ! Now I know what I wanted to find out. If he had any 
iiatch at all, the Neufgermains would have pounced upon' him for oWii 

daughter.” , 

“They hadn’t half a chance. It seems that he f^Uinlove withtftTT^ 
beautiful Madeleine at first sight, and it appears she fcUicied hhh.^ 

“ it is a love match, then I ” 

“ And a good match too. Maugars isnli the man to accept a soii-ln*law . 
haphazard. ” 

“ Ahem ! That old beau doesn’t seem much of a w|seecre to me. He 
LB said to have been very wild when he was young, and tO have kept up 
the same kind of life when he grew to be middle-aged. I fancy hfe mW* 
manages bis affairs. He is said to have a fortune, but be IsuHt Idiown to 
possess any lailded property.” 

“ Prunevaux, his notaiy, knows all about that. The count’s lortune^. . , 
in hard cash, and it seems he has plenty of it. Prunevauic must be limSl ^ 
acquainted with the amount, as he takes care of it for Mm. Itwsre he is, , 
[low, that estimable man of the law, alighting from his reapeetable-^lobking ^ 
landau. Behold the model of a State notary I His Very carr^e looks 
prim and staid like himself ! Prunevaux is a notary of the old seboM. H 
I ha(> any money to pqt by, he would be just the man to keep it for fiie.” 

“ Oh ! he wouldn’t DO, my man. I don’t believe in the mfalHbility of 
people who have never been foimd wanting. They always epm» to grief 
some day or other. I sometimes meet Prunevaux in the J^jrs^es 

in his family carriage, and I have often noticed that h#haS a s^im iVay 
3f looking at the women as they drive home from the Bois de 
but, dash it all, there’s FrCdoc 1 Does he know Monsieur de Maugars i ” 

“ I think not. But perhaps he knows the bridegroom. When 1 see 
bim at the club to-night I shall ask him all about that fellow Estelan. 

He knows everything, Fr6doc does.” 

“ But no one kn^ws anything about him. You, yourself, couldn’t tell 
me who he is and how he lives.” 

“ He was and is still a gentleman of very lively and amiable dispositto. 

He is very obliging, and 1 presume that he lives as most peofde do. %e 
hasn’t become on egotist like most old bachelors — a very rare citoumstaUoe^ 
illow me to tell you. But now oblige me by keeping quiet. You jpi»^ 
v^ent me from watching the arrivals ; and, see, here eamas toe hi^ 

“lU a brougham with a splendid pair of horseSr Upon my wotAl 
Clarriaga, auimals, coachman, footman, the whole tum>*outls peri^.^ 

’’And Madeleine herself is bewitohingly beautiful,” inld 
Bautiru, who bad eyes for Mademoiselle de Mat^^ alone. M'' 

Bewitohingly beautiful she was, indeed, witolna/^ Jblato 
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alal)aiiit<::r bkiiii and lipe, Biniling Ups. Her’s was a haughty creole beauty 
softened by Parisian wiiisomeuess. 

B!ie passed by like an angelic vision, and as she ascended the churcl 
steps a murmur of admiration arose from tlie crowd which had gathered 
round about the portico. 

The Count de Mangara, who gave his arm to his daughter, did not looh 
his age. His figure was slight, his nose aquiline, and he wore a curl;^ 
moustache, twirled up at the ends. He looked like a guardsman of th« 
days of the Restoration, although he was not old enough to have seen 
Ber\'ice at the court of Charles X. 

“I shouldn’t care to have the conut for a father-in *law,” whispered 
Riisserollea in his companion’s ear. “He must be a disagreeable sort oi 
man to associate with. Let’s look at the happy husband. He’s very 
good-looking indeed. Thirty at the most, with the bearing of a staff- 
officer. A trifle pale, perhaps. Who’s that old witch going in with him 1 
mother ? Has he a mother living, then ? ” 

“ Neither mother nor father. He doesn’t appear to have any relations 
at all.” 

‘‘ You might as well say at once that Maugars has taken a foundling 
f.n* his eon-in-law.” 

“I know nothing about it, except that he has lent his cousin, the 
Marchioness de Puygarrault, to his relatiouless son-in-law. If that 
venei-able old witch, as you call her, hadn’t deigned to enter the bride- 
groom’s carriage, Kstelan woiild have had no one with him in walking up 
to the altar,” 

“She*8 a nice companion for the (Kcasion, I must say ! She’s eighty, 
If iiho*8 a minute, your marchioness !” 

Oh 1 she’s the best creature in the world. She likes me very much, 
fuid made a great deal of me when 1 visited the Maugars ; and if she had 
f)een allowed to have her way ” 

. “ You would have married the charming young woman who is now 

r;»lled Madame d’Estclan; for she was married, in civil fashion, you 
know, at the municipal offices on the day before yesterday. But you 
must be already consoled, as you did not refuse the invitation sent you by 
hcjr father, who refused your overtures ; and the time has now come for 
proving your resignation by witnessing the nuptial benediction bestowed 
u]x)u the faithless one.” 

“Ohi the church won’t be crowded. Maugars has few friends, and 
Kstelan has none. We might sit in the first row,” said Bautni, as he 
went towards a side door which gave access to the church. 

Just at that moment Busscrolles nudged his elbow and said in a low 
tone : “Do you see, there, in. front of us, that shape, that air ? One 
would swear it was ” 

“ Antonia, of course— and in a very simple dress, and veiled to her very 
chin ! 1 should know her among a thousand from her way of carrying her 
head like a mare tliat’s reined in too tight. What the deuce can she nave 
come here for ? ” ^ 

“ Did you know that after the autumn races her fumitui*e was Bw*ed, 
and that she couldn’t get a franc anywhere ? Now, however, she’s in lull 
/ feather again. A ffne carriage, with Anglo-Norman hoi*8eB,. pictures, 
diamonds, and eo on.” 

“Let’s leave Antonia and her mysteries. If we stay talking here, 
they 11 begin without us.” 
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BnsflerolleB said no more^ and they went in. The bridal pair were 
already seated in front* of the red velvet prayer-desks. The Count de 
Maugars was standing on the left of his daughter, while on the right, not 
far from the bridegroom, the septuagenary Marchioness de Fuygarranlt 
was kneeling. The other chairs reserved for the families of the bndp and 
bridegroom were altogether unoccupied. 

The majestic beadles of La Trinity had probably never before seen a 
couple with so few relations. All the guests, however, belonged to the 
best society. M. de Maugars lived in retirement, but by birth he belonged 
to the aristocracy. ‘V'ery distinguished persons had married into his 
family, and he had kept up his connection with the Faubourg Saint- 
Germain. So if there were not many wedding-guests, such as were there 
were all people of high standing. 

Bautru and Busserolles had no difficulty in finding seats near the choir. 
They also had been invited by the father of the bride : Bautru, because he 
was the nephew of one of M. de Maugar’s old companions-in-arms ; 
Busserolles, because he was Bautru's friend, introduced by him to 
count at a time when the latter frequently entertained people at bis hottse* 
However, Busserolles had only come to while away his time, while Bautru 
was going through with a somewhat disagreeable social duty. 

Having greatly diminished the fortune left him by his father, he was 
extremely desirous of remaining in the good graces of an uncle whose 
property he hoped to inheiit some day or other, and that uncle, who lived 
in Anjou had never failed in his letters to urge him to keep up a friendly 
connection -with the Count de Maugars, his old comrade in the First 
llegiment of the Chassours<.d^Afrique. Bautru had complied ; and, In the 
result ho had fallen seriouslv in love with Madeleine de Maugars, wibo had 
not at first seemed insensible to his advances. But, unfortunate^, the 
count had ne^^er encouraged them. He had received tlie young feUow * 
very kindly, but without any thought of bestoM'ing his daughter upon 
In fact, he had allowed it to be clearly seen that he had other view^ lor 
hec. So Guy de Bautru, to console himself for this disappmotmmit, ha,d 
climbed into Satan’s*Coach again, and resumed his former life, which ooedid 
not fail to bring him to ruin. 

But little, however, would have been needed to bring him to a Ivettev 
course. Madeleine’s beautiful eyes had wTought a reform for a time, and 
he had longed to shake oif the old man for good. But, one day, those 
beaming eyes had turned from him, and he could not guess why so sudden 
H coldness had arisen. Then M. de' Maugars went to pass the Winter at 
Pau, and on his return he began to live in comparative retirement. The 
rumour was soon spread about that he had found a husband for Madeleine, 
a young man who was very well off, but quite unknown in Paris, where he 
had just arrived after a long stay in America. 

This news had seemed strange, and many unfafourable comments hod 
been made upon it. But as, after all, the match was a good one for a 
young girl who had but a dowry of two hundred thousand francs, it was 
finally decided that M. de Maugars knew what he was about. Poor Guy 
dd Bautru himself confessed that his own fortune was not such as to tempt 
a wise father to give him his daughter. resigned himself, but th^ 
marriage made him feel sad, and be had ^ to see it of choice. He 
was now looking gloomily at the bride, lovelier than ever 

nnder her long veil and wreath of orange 1 

** Busserolles, much less impressed, guests, the ladies 
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eBpec5i0Dy, and at i^me other womens who had not been invited to th^ cere^ 
niony. Me noticed Antonia, and her preeenoe greatly pipzled him. He 
Bpiea her out as she leaned against a pillar cm the lower side of the nave. 
Sne had raised her veil, and her smiling looks showed that she had 
there simply for pastime. Busserolles even remarked that she was exchange 
ing glances with some one, and he turned round to see who had attracted 
her attention ; but he only saw some serious-looking persons whose 
demeanour was not suggestive of gallantry, and as Antonia’s performances 
had but little interest for him, he directed his attention elsewhere. 

The religious ceremony had now begun. The officiating priest was 
reading the usual prayers of the liturgy of the Eoinan church, and the 
young couple listened attentively. The Count de Maugars looked at 
his daughter, and his manly face evinced deep emotion. The Marchioness 
de Puygarrault on her side seemed delighted at playing a conspicuous part 
at her dear little cousin’s marriage. 

“ All these people look as merry as though they had won the big prize 
^ in the lottery,” thought Busserolles. “ Marriage is decidedly a fine thing. ” 
At the moment when he arrived at this conclusion he again perceived 
M. Fr<^doc, whom he had remarked on entering the church, and the sight 
of that gentleman to some extent changed his ideas. M. FrtVloc was a con- 
firmed bachelor, and although he was certainly more than sixty years old, 
he seemed so contented with his lot that he passed for a sage who had so 
ordered his life as to be perfectly happy. He was gazing at the bridegroom 
with the sympathetic curiosity of a man who looks on while a friend sets 
sail for unknown shores, and who has not the least wish to do the same. 
When the young couple had exchanged rings, and the priest had pro- 
notmeed the holy words which bound them to one another for life, a smile 
appeared upon the old bachelor’s lips, and his face assumed an indefinable 
expression. 

. “ Does he envy them their happiness, or is he laughing in his sleeve V* 
said Busserolles, in a whisper to his companion. \ 

“ Keither, my dear friend,” said Bautru, in the same tone. “ Fr6doe 
is a benevolent philosoplior. He knows that conjugal happiness does jjot 
always last long, but he is making sincere wishes for Monsieur d’Estelan’s, 
and hoping that it may never end. ” 

“ Well, I think that he is pitying him for starting on a perilous 
adventure. But look over there, in front of the small door near the choir. ” 
Wljat at ? The beadle ? He is superb ; he looks like a field -marshal. ” 
“ Yes, so he does, but I am talking of those three strange -looking men 
who have just taken up their position in one corner. If Estelan invited 
them he must have very singular friends. What heads ! What manners ! ” 
** Do you really imagine that there is nobody here but the people who 
have been invited ? The church is open to everybody. Those men were 
walking in the street, most likely, and saw some handsome carriages out- 
side, so they came in to take a look at the bride.” 

“No, for 1 liey have not taken their eyes off the bridegroom. They keep 
staring fixedly at him.” 

“You don’t know what you are saying, and our neighboiitB are ouUe 
scandalised by our whispering. The mass has begun. Try to booavf 
your.solf properly, or if you can’t stop talking scandal, go and wait fbt 
in the square. Look I there’s Frddoc slipping off qtiietly. Do the 

“ So he is, upon my word ! He’s going off, our^^rthy Fr4doo I It 
appears that he has seen enough. You must oonf ^ t|iat he has a strange 
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, way of behaving, that gentleman. When a person is invited to a matrla^ 
ceremony he can stay away if he likes, but if he comes he ought %o stay 
till it is over. I am staying because 1 am a well-bred man.*’ 

“ So you are, but do be quiet, I implore you 1 ” 

Busserollea, this time, remained silent. He went on observing, but hO 
kept the result of his observations to himself. 

The nuptial benediction was followed by a solemn mass, a mtisical mass, 
and Guy de Bautru had plenty of time to reflect upon the air which it 
would suit him to assume when he went into the vestry. The interview 
with M. de Maugars did not embarrass him much. He knew that there 
would only be an excliaiige of a few friendly words. He could no longer 
aspn e to marry Madeleine, and so the count had no longer any reason for 
treating him coldly. 

But to go up through a crowd of persons, all of whom were indifferent tO 
him, to a young girl 'vdiom he had loved, and who now belonged to another^ 
was hard, and Guy was asking himself at this moment how he should bear 
the painful test. He tried to assume a cold expression; to find some words 
which would expiess what he felt, and go straight to the heart of the Wifa 
and annoy licr husltand. But he could not think of what to say. iS^ch 
words arc never thought of except when one is on the outside stepii, and 
the chance for saying them is lost. However, his face did not betray his 
feelings, and he fedt sure of being quite composed when in face of the 
enemy. 

Pride was one of Guy de Bautru’s defects — or good qualities. Paris 
life had not softened his disposition, although ho hud entered into it- very 
fully, and '^^ithout caring as to what companions he mingled with. Hc 
was capable of all kinds of weaknesses, but he remained proud. He had, 
besid<‘s, reconciled himself to tlie ruin of his matrimonial hopes, and hi 
did not intend to meet the Estelans again, after making the required boW 
to them that day. 

When the critical moment came, Mademoiselle de Maugars’ defeatei) 
suitor had resumed his self-possession, and w’alked very tleliberately toward 
the vestry, which the newly man-ied pair had just entered to receive the 
congratulations of tlfeir friends. Busserolles walked on in front of Bautru, 
and had already begun chattering again. 

“ That Frt''(ioc lias managed very cleverly,” said he, in a whisper; ‘*he 
has c.scaped the final cinsh. It is strange; there are not fifty people in 
the churcli, and yet there is as great a crush here as though they W'ere all 
rushing out of a theatre. And, indeed, it is a ‘first performance’ — first 
and ojily; but tliis jostling is outrageous, and if those rascally-looking 
chaps were here whom I pointed out to you a little while I should look 
out for my watch. But I don’t see them. They’ve made off, like Fr*kloc.” 

Bautru did not take the trouble to question tliese idle words. He was 
preparing to cross the difficult passage, and was anxious to get through 
with tJiis “last appearance” before the bride. The vestry w*a8 already 
full when he entered it, and ho could now examine the married pair for a 
few' seconds before finding himself face to face with tliem, 

. M. d’Estelan seemed to him less gay than the occasion called for. He 
made a courteous bow in return those which were mode to him, but he 
did not speak a word. His wife, on the contrary, smiled upon all w'ho 
came up, and allowed herself to l)e kissed with a good grace by the ladies, 
young and old. She certainly felt no regrets, and saw a rosy future before 
Guy, somewhat surprised and no less vexed at seeing ner so smiling, 
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assumed his most indifferent air on greeting her. Busserolles had just 
made his bow when he presented himself. 

“Monsieur de Bautru, the nephew of my father’s best friend,” said 
Madeleine, introducing him to her husband^ who remained as cold as the 
North Pole, 

This icy reception wounded the last of the Bautrus to the quick. He 
made a very rapid bow and passed on without uttering a word. But he 
was stopped by the count, who w’as standing beside his daughter. * ‘ Thanks 
for having come, my dear Guy,” said the old gentleman, pressing his 
hand. “ Your uncle ought to have done the same himself.” 

Bautru was aliout to reply to this gracious welcome, when the Mar- 
chioness de Puygarrault came to the rescue. “Yes, my dear boy,” said 
she, “ it was very kind of you to come, but your uncle is unpardonable 
for remaining in the depths of his woods when Maugars is giving Madeleine 
away in marriage, and I beg you to write and tell him that I look upon 
him as a bear, a perfect savage, a peasant of the Bas-Maine.” 

After this singular compliment there was nothing to be done but bow 
and depart. 

He found Busserolles waiting for him near the main entrance of the 
church, and as he insisted upon seeing the carriages drive off, they placed 
themselves near the entrance of the peristyle, where the newly-married 
pair were awaited by a brand-new brougham, a mar\’’el of elegance and 
good taste, in which so far no one had ever sat. 

A little further back stood some other handsome equipages, less new 
and stylish in appearance, which had brought M. de Maugars and his 
daughter and M. d’Estelan and the marchioness to the church. 

“That is as it should be!” exclaimed Busserolles; “those peopl(^ 
understand things. They know that now that the young couple are 
married, they ought to have a carriage to themselves. 1 suppose that, in 
order to be correct all through, they will go away this evening. A 
lit'isband who has any respect for himself cannot pass his honeymoon any- 
where but upon his own estate.” 

“ When he has an estate. But Monsieur d’Estelan has nothing but an 
income,” replied Bautru, disdainfully “ I imagine that they will go first 
to Maugars^ house. It is near here. You can see ft now, if you look — 
that large one at the corner of the Rue Saiiit-Lazarc. ” 

“ Goorl, I see ! There^ill be a lunch at four, and after that Estelan 
will take his wife away w^i him. Where does he live ? ” 

“ I don’t know, and I don’t care. Let us go.” 

“Not till we have seen the -wedding-procession pass out. W6 shall 
not have to wait long. Do you hear the halberts striking the pavement 

“ I have had enough of this. Let us go.” 

“ Presently. Look over there, near the door. There’s one of those 
three scamps that we saw before. He seems to be watching the bride and 
briilegroom. Where are the two others ? Ah ! I see one of them in the 
middle of the street. The third cannot be far off.” 

“ Do let me alone ! I am going,” answered Bautru, turning away. 

But Busserolles held on to his ann. Madeleine and her husband ap- 
peared upon the threshold of the churph, and, in spite of the effot^a 
which poor Guy made to break away, he had the panin of seeing the last 
scene of a play in which he had played but a sorry part. He saw the 
happy pair get into the dazzling brougham, which shot away as quickly as 
a falling star ; he saw the count entet the second carriage, which followed 
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the first, and he even saw the marchioness drive off after a footniSa had 
assisted her in getting into the third. 

** And now that the fun is over,” said Busserolles, ** I am iready to go 
‘with you.” 

“ Thank you ! I can do without you. I have business to attend to, 
replied Bautru, impatiently. 

“You are going to meditate on the inconstancy of young girls, lliat*s 
riglit ! I have a mind to go and see Antonia. But 1 shall find you this 
evening at the Champs Elys^cs, I hope. The weather is splendid. It 
would be a good night for the Circus and Mabille. But see, you are 
right ! They are going to Maugars’, that is to say — no, not the old 
dowager. Her carriage is taking her back to the Faubourg Saint- 
Germain. But the bride's carriage has just driven into the courtyard, 
and her noble papa's follows after.” 

“ Good-bye 1 I’m off!” cried Bautru. And he fled towards the Rue 
Blanche. 

Busserolles was not mistaken. The count was going home. His 
daughter and son-in-law had already ascended the staira when he abated 
from his carriage in front of the house where he lived, a handsome neW 
building, of which ho occupied the second floor. At the moment when 
M. de Maugars also was about to set foot upon the stairs, to go and join 
; the young couple, he saw a gentleman approaching whom he had not 
caught sight of before. This individual emerged from the doorkeeper’s 
lodge and advanced, hat in hand. He was very well dressed, and the 
count, surpidsed at being accosted by a stranger, thought it best to stop 
, at once to find out what he wanted. 

“ Excuse me, sir,” began the new comer, “ I am a police-agent.” 

“Ah ! ” said M. de Maugars, drawing himself up ; “ what do you wish 
. with me ? ” 

“ I have come to fulfil a painful mission. I have a warrant of arrest."* 

“For whom, if you please ? ” asked the count, in amazement. 

“For Monsieur d’Estelan, your son-in-law,” replied the police-agent^ 
lo^^e^ing his voice. • 

“ A warrant to arrest my son-in-law ! This is some joke, no doubt." 

“Excuse me, sir, it is, unfortunately, very serious. I can prove who 
I am and that I have the warrant ; but this place appears to me somewhat 
unsuitable for acquainting you with this sad affair, and if you will be kind 
enough to take me to your rooms we cau avoid all scandal. That is what 
I was told to do, and I very much wish to obey my instructions. ” 

At this polite but firm declaration the count almost gave way to anger, 
but controlling himself he said, in a dry tone: “Of W'hat is Monsieur 
d’Estelan accused ? Of some political offence, 1 suppose ? ” 

“No, sir. Of theft.” 

* ' Theft 1 That is absurd. There is a mistake in the name or the person. " 

“ I assure you, sir, that no doubt is possible. You will see this yourself 
if you listen to what I have to tell.” 

The count hesitated for a moment. He was strongly tempted to send 
the officer to the devil. But the doorkeeper was locking on from afar ; 
he might listen to the conversation, and it promised to be anything but 
pleasant. “ ‘ V ery well , ” said M. de Maugars. ‘ ‘ Follow me, if you please. ” 

And he ran up the stairs four at a time. When he reached the door of 
his flat the young couple were gone. "Where is my ^ughter?” he 
asked of the footing, who now appeared. 
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*‘She has gone to change her dress/* replied the servant, looking 
askance at the nentleman clad in black from head to foot who accompanied 
his master, and adding : ‘‘Monsieur d’Estelan is waiting for you in tho 
drawing-room.** 

** Very well. Tell him that I will go to him in a few moments, and 
then come back here again. If any one comes to ask for me don’t let him 
in. I cannot see any one at present, not any one, do you hear ? ^ Let us' , 
go into my private room,*' added the count, timing to the detective* ijJ 

The detective entered, after having made sufe at one glance that the flat 
had but one door opening upon the landing. * 

The room into which the count conducte*d hiib was lighted bjr two 
windows, overlooking the street, almost in front oithe church of La Trinity, 
and it was plainly furnished, wdth some leather-seated chairs, an 04 k book- 
case, an ebony table inlaid with brass, three or four pictures representing 
military scenes, and a panoply of modern weapons. There were no 
Japanese sabres, no idle elegancies, no costly curiosities. It was obvious 
at once that it was the apartment of an old soldier who did not believe in 
fashionable frivolities. 

“ 1 think, sir,” began the officer, “ I think that I first ought to inform 
you that the police are watching the bouse, and that if your son-in-law 
goes into tlie street he wdll be arrested at once. That would be a 
grtat pity, for a scandal would ensue ; wheroas, if you persuade him to 
go with me, everything can be got through with, and there will be no 
disturbance. ’* 

“ My son-in-law will not attempt to escape,” replied the count scorn- 
fully.*’ “ A man who has nothing to reproach himself with does not make 
off like a robber. Speak, and tell me everything. I am willing to listen, 
but I must beg you to be brief.” 

• ' ‘‘I will be 80 , sir, and I will endeavour, also, to be clear. Your nephew 
is named Louis Charles Vallouris, called Estelan.” 

.“Vallouris d’Estelan,” said M. de Maugars. “The name of Estelan 
is that of his great gran<lfather on the mother’s side.” 

“ It does not appear on his certificate of birth, and it seems that he has 
only assumed it since he left France. It matters little, how^ever, as a proof 
of his identity, whether the name really belongs to him, or has been 
assumed by him. Louis Charles Vallouris was born at Istres, in the 
department of the Bouches-du-Rhdne, on tho 16th February, 1849. His 
father was a retired naval officer ; his mother, who died when he was born, 1 
was a creole of La Martinique. He was seventeen when he lost his father, 
who did not leave him anything, and he entered a commercial house in 
Marseilles as a clerk. ** 

“All that is true. Monsieur d’Estelan left in 1871 for Mexico, whore 
he made an independent fortune in a very honourable manner. You see 
that I know iiis history. What are you aiming at by telling it to mo ?” 

“I aim at convincing you, sir, that I am not mistaken, and that your 
Bon-in-law is really the man who I am sent to arrest. ” 

“For theft V” 

“ With burglary. Y"es, sir, Louis Vallouris, before leaving Marseilles, 
forced open his employer’s safe,' and took from it the sum of thirty-three 
thousand francs.” 

“ That is not true.** 

“ It is true until the contrary is proved. The law wrill decide. In the 
meantime, the facts arc as fo.ljws : the theft was discovered on the day 
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f after Louis Vallouris’ flight. He disappeared one any 

signs having been given that he was preparing to fly with the money 
, belonging to the merchant who employed him. The inTestigatinns proved 
that he alone could have taken the money, and he was actively sought for. 

! But he had had time to hide himself, and had laid his plans carefully, fof 
it was impossible to find him. I'he war with Prussia had begun. Thn 
search was suspended and the proceedings also, and the matter remained 
where it was. Later on, various indications led to the belief that Valloutis 
' had enlisted in a company of sharp-shooters, and that he had been killed. 
This is the reason why tJicre was no judgment given against him ;Ui his 
absence. ” 

“ Then he was not conxnctcd,** said tlie count, who had listened ' with 
agitated attention to this narrative. 

“No, sir, and until quite lecently it seemed likely that he would not 
' be tried at all, for a criminal action cannot be brought after the lapse of 
ten years, and the last measures taken against Vallouris go back as fat as 
September, 1S70. He could soon have availed himself of the 
limitation, and justice would not have inquired into his aflairs. But 
' towards the end of last year, the public prosecutor at AiarseiJles received 
an anonymous letter stating that Vallouris had returned to France and 
must be in Paris. The magistrate rcpciited this to the prefect of poUco^ 

» and a search was begun which had no result. 

^ “It must he said that it was not very actively carried on. The affair 
) was an old one, and we had a great many mote recent ones on hand. 

Besides, tlm merchant who had- been robbed in 1870 was dead, after 
' becoming a bankrupt, and the ■witnesses "vrlio cojsld identify Vallouris are 
all at Marseilles. Besides, Vallouris had changed his name and lived in 
‘ a circle to which no one supposed he could have had access. It wae 
almost decided to give up looking for him ; but yesterday the prefect 
received a denunciatory letter, anonymous like the first one, ana most 
' probably sent by the same person. I'his new letter gave precise details. 
Ita writer declared that Louis Vallouris, who Was now called Louis 
d’Estclan, lived in 4:^aris, at No. 99 Rue de Rome, and that he had been 
married the evening before to the only daughter of the Count de Maugars^ 
at the municipal offices of the ninth arrondissement. I beg you to V»elieve, 
sir, that if w'e had known this twenty-four hours earlier, the administra- 
tion would have taken measures to spare you this cruel affiction. Unfortu- 
nately, it was too late. The civil ceremony had been accomplished. 

“And you thought it unnecessary to prevent the religious marriage,** 
said the count, bitterly. “ I am really very much obliged to you.** 

“ Be good enough to listen, sir, ana you will see, I hope, that we acted 
with all the prudence, and at the same time all the rapidity that we could 
under the circumstances. The information reached the prefect’s office, 
last evening, a little before midnight. It was necessary to begin by 
verifying the exactitude of the various particulars which were given. 
Karly tins morning I went to examine the documents which Monsieur 
d’Estelan had deposited at the municipal offices before being married, and 
I 'saw that his certificate of birfh and the papers relating to the death 
of his father and mother were absolutely identical with those which had 
been collected in reference to the Vallouris aflair. The question was 
settled, but I did not content myself with that. I wished to satisfy 
myself that our information coTueming Vallouris* personal appearance 
really' related Monsieur d’Estelan, and this could not be found out until 
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after the ceremony, for I did not wish to arrest him without being 
absolutely sure that I was not mistaken. I found that Monsieur d’Eatelan 
was here in your rooms, and 1 had to wait till he came out ; I saw him 
pass by when he was going to the church in the carriage of one of your 
lady relatives, and then I no longer entertained anv doubts. A photograph 
had been sent to me from Marseilles, and although it was taken ten years 
aeo, 1 had no difficulty in recognising Louis Vallouris in Monsieur 
d J^telan. Shall I show you the poi'trait ? ” 

The count replied by a gesture of refusal. 

“ Things being as they are,” continued the police-agent, “ you will 
admit, sir, that 1 nave done everything for the best. I did not wish to 
arrest your son-in-law in the presence of the crowd in the street. Still less 
did I think of arresting him in the church. It would have created useless 
scandal, for the civil marriage being binding there was no longer any 
means of preventing the misfortune which had fallen upon an honourable 
family. So I contented myself with ordering the doors to be watched, and 
as I knew that Monsieur d’Estelan would come straight from La Trinit<^ to 
your house, I remained waiting for him at your door. And if 1 first applied 
to you, sir, it was because I hoped that you would act in concert w'ith me, 
so that I might do my duty witnout exciting the attention of your servants. 
If Monsieur d’Estelan consents to go with me, no one here will know' where 
1 am taking him. ” 

All this was said in a mild tone, and a quiet manner — the tone and 
manner of a person who brings bad news, and seeks to excuse himself for 
being a bird of ill omen. 

There was not a word to find fault with, and M. do Maugars did not 
attempt to dispute the assertions made. It was easy to see on his manly 
face what stirred in his heart, but he said nothing. What reply could he 
make to the polite and courteous envoy of the law ? He would greatly 
have preferred to have had some rough officer to deal with, whom he might 
have had the pleasure of turning out of doors, so as to vent his rage upon 
some one. 

But it was necessary to speak and arrive at some decision. The case 
was one of those which cannot be deferi'ed, and M. de Maugars could not 
attempt to make light of it. “ What will happen, sir,” he asked abruptly, 
if you arrest Monsieur d'Estelan ? ” 

“ The law will take its usual course,” replied the agent, somewhat sur- 
prised. ‘^It wiU, no doubt, end in the Assize Court of the Bouches-du- 
Kh6ne, and that is very fortunate, for in Paris it would have made a great 
stir.” 

“Ah !” said M. de Maugars, bitterly, “do you fancy, then, that my 
name will be any the less dishonoured because my son-in-law will be tried 
at two hundred leagues from here ? ” 

“Your name, sir, will not be brought up. The most respectable family 
may be deceived. Such things happen every day, and I declare that ” 

“ I do not ask you to judge of the consequences of the arrest. I ask 
what you will do with Monsieur d'Estelon. 

“ 1 shall take him before the magistrate, who wifi question him, and 
afterwards he will be sent to Marseilles, where the proceedings will be 
opened. ” 

“ And the final result of the suit will be the Assize Court, and the com 
viction of the culprit, WiU it not?” 

“Tliat ia not certain. The jury will take into consideration the 
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prisoner's age at the time when the crime was committed » the time which 
has since elapsed, the facts which followed. Monsieur d’Bstelan seems to 
have made money in foreign parts, and must be able to restore the stolen 
sum. ” 

** Stolen ! ” repeated M. de Maugars ; “my daughter has married a thief 

*' There are many extenuating circumstances in this matter. It may not 
even go before the court. At the end of ten years, proofs are almost alway# 
wanting, and if those which can be got together do not suffice, the investi- 
gating magistrate having the case in hand will declare the prosecution null 
and void. 

“Enough, sir 1 No matter what happens afterwards, it will be known 
to-inorrow that the husband of Mademoiselle de Maugars has been arrested 
and sent to prison. Whether lie be sent to the galleys or set free, my 
daughter and I will suffer the same shame.’’ 

“You exaggerate, sir,” replied the agent. “I know very well that 
public opinion is often unjust, but if Monsieur d’Estolan can justify h^m- , 
self immediately ” 

“ One word, sir 1 Would his death stop the proceedings ? 

“ Of course.” 

“And might I hope that nothing w<mld be heard of the affair? ” 

“ Certainly, if the accused were dead the affair would remain where it 
is, and the law would have no interest in spreading it about. But there is 
one man who knows Monsieur d’Estelan’s past — the man who denounced 
him.” 

“ Do you know the wretch’s name?” 

“No. His letters are at the prefecture, but he took good care not to 
,>ign them, and there is little or no prospect of ever identifying the haud- 
WTiting. The letters, undoubtedly, come from an enemy of Monsieur 
,d’EsteTan.” • • 

“ Or of mine, It matters little. It is not the man who has denounced 
him whom I wish to punish,” said the count, and, looking fixedly at :the 
detective, he added “ Have you ever served as a soldier?”’ 

“Yes, sir, for seven years. I enlisted, and was about to be made an 
officer when I left the army to marry.” 

“ Have you any children ? ” ^ 

“A son and a daughter.” 

“ You will understond my feelings, then. I also have been a soldier, 
and 1 know but one way of getting out of a desperate situation. Monsieur 
d’Estelan is at this moment in the drawing-room which adjoins this apart- 
ment, but he cannot overhear what we are saying, and is not aware of what 
is going on. You need not fear that I shall suffer him to escape. Will 
you wait for me here while I speak with him; it will not take long,” 

As he spoke, M. de Maugars opened one of the drawers of a desk near 
by. He drew a revolver from it, and examined it to see whether it was 
loaded, 

“What are you doing, sir?” said the detective, approaching him. 
“.You do not intend to kill your^on-in-law. ” 

“ I thought tliat jfou understood my intentious,” replied M. de Maugars. 
“I will explain myself more clearly. As ^ou have been a soldier you must 
know what an officer does when he has dishonoured himself. He blows 
out his brains, does he not ? ” 

The agent was about to protest against this comparisonx but M. de 
Maugars resuraod with increasing animation: “I have seen such things. 
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«ir. Kliave seen one of my comrades, the favourite of the regiment, and 
perhaps the bravest man in it, blow out his brains to expiate a momentary 
weakness. He had gambled and lost a sum which he could not pay, and 
to rid himself of the debt, he had used the money intended for the pay of 
the smiodron. We all pitied, but we all approved him. The matter was 
buried in his grave, and the First Regiment of the Chasseurs d*Afrique 
was not disgraced by having one of its captains court-martialed. Now, 
my regiment is my house, and I will suffer no stain upon my name.” 

“ Your name is not brought into the matter,” objected the agent. 

“ My daughter’s name and mine are one.” 

“ But if Monsieur d’Estelan killed himself, his suicide would be com- 
mented upon and explained, and the whole matter would, in the end, be 
known.” 

“No, not if you keep the secret — ^you, and those you serve; and you 
told me just now that if the culprit were dead the law would make no 
sign. 1 will undertake to silence malicious people. ” 

“ And do you think that Madame d’Estelan will approve of your con- 
demning her husband to death.” 

“ My daughter will be ignorant of all. She has been deceived as well 
as myself, and I have the right to rid her of a man who has abused our 
confidence. I made the match, and I shall unmake it.” 

“ By forcing your son-in-law to kill hims^ ? ” 

“ I shall not force him. When he learns that you have come to arrest 
him he will feel that but one way remains of getting out of a frightful 
situation. I will give him this weapon, and he will do what I should do 
in his place.” 

“ I doubt it,” 

“ You judge him wrongly. I am sure, for my part, that he is not lost 
to all feelings of honour. I am sure that he is no coward.” 

• “‘A man may not be a coward and yet recoil from suicide. If Monsieur 
d’Estelan is innocent he will cling to life in order to justify himself. ” 
Innocent ! you do not believe him to be so ! ” 

“I know nothing about it, but 1 know that I should fail in my duty if I 
allowed a man who is accused to escape from justice when it depends upon 
me to prevent him from doing so. I will not consent to what you ask, ” 

“ Is that your final decision ? ” 

“Yes, sir, it is. . I have my orders, and you who have been a soldier 
cannot l>e surprised if I obey them.” 

“ Very well,” answered the count, coldly, again examining the hammer 
of the revolver which he held, “ I have but one course to pursue.” 

“ What is tha,t ? ” 

“ To kill myself.” 

“ Kill yourself ! You forget that you have a daughter. ” 

** My daughter will he an orphan, as you will not allow her to be a 
widow. I sh.tll not have the pain of reading my son-in-law’s conviction 
in the newspapers, and you will have nothing to reproach yourself with.” 

’’J’he agent knew men. In carrying out his formidable yet delicate 
duties he had learned how to distinguish dieting from truth. He saw that 
M. de Maugars was not playing a mock -tragic pa^, and that, ip his 
exaggerated views as to honour,' he was determined to end his life. The 
case was not one of those which occur in the usual course of a detective’s 
duties, and the agent found himself placed in a most trying dilemma ; but 
he wa3 not d^titute of feeling, and soon made up his mina,'" ** Sir,” said 
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he, in an agitated tone, ** if I agree to allow you to see Monsieur dlffistelail 
alone, will you give me your word that you will not fire at him? 

** I will,’* replied the count, unhesitatingly. 

“ And you will not help him to escape ? ” 

“ I told you before that this house has but one do6r leading into the 
street, and your men are watching that door.” 

“ There are windows.** 

“ They are thirty feet above the ground.’* 

The windows of the apartment were open. The agent had ^ 
out to see that a leap from them was impossible at this hei]^t, and, 
moreover, he saw his men walking about in the street below. 

“ Besides,” resumed M. de Maugars, “I should be going against my 
own aim if I favoured Monsieur d’Estelan’s flight. He would be arrested 
sooner or later, and the affair would make all the more noise. It is better 
to end it at once. ” 

If IkJonsicur d*Estelan made up his mind, contrary to your ideas, to 
run the risk of a criminal suit, you agree to allow me to act. I will apt, . 
of course, with all the discretion and consideration that can be shown*” 

“1 do not doubt it, sir, and I tliank you. You can arrest this men 
without any interference on my part if ho prefers dishonour to death. I will 
give him up my.self, if need be, for he vill deserve no pity. I ask but a 
quarter of an hour to talk with him. Is that too much ?** 

“No, but happen what may, I rely upon our present couversatiou 
remaining secret,** 

“I promise you that it shall, sir.” 

M. de Maugars now looked at the agent with an expression which 
stirred liis soul to its very depths. “ You are a worthy man,** he Said. 

“ Let me take your hand.” 

Tlie agent suffered him to do so. He was greatly troubled, but he still 
hoped to get out of the ditficuty without compromising himself. 

With that rajndity of thought which is derived by acquaintance with 
piwzling situatioihs, he had thought over the pros and cons, and concluded 
that he did not ruiT any great risk by authoFTsuig” an tnterview between 
the father and the son-in-law. He did not ]>elicve in suicide upon a point 
of honour when the deed is one of years gone by, and he had no fear that 
M. d’Estclan would blow out his brains. But lie was sure that the count 
would kill himself upon the spot if the favour he solicited Were refused. 
And the agent said to himself ; “I have his word. Hfe: will allow mO' to 
arrest my man, and that being done, he will reflect before lodging a ball 
in his own head. His daughter is not far off. She will reach ttie scene of 
action and persuade him to live. 1 shall have done my duty and a good 
action besides. ” 

“ Thank you,” resumed M. de Maugars, after vigorously pressing the 
detective’s hand. “ But I have still a last ser\’ice to ask of you.” 

“ Speak, sir.” 

“ If, when this unfortunate man has dealt justice upon himself, you 
repoi't the suicide, as your du^ obliges you to do, my servants won’t 
understand why a pelice-officcr ^ould be at hand in my house at the very 
moment of the catastrophe, and they will guess that you came to arrest 
Monsieur d’Estelan.” 

“ True; and that is one of the reasons why you ought to abandon your 
purpose.” 

“ No, for what I dread will not occur, if you Will second me. My 
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daught^ ia at the other end of this apartment^ changing her dress. My 
servants have not yet returned, except the one whom 1 sent into the 
reception-room. He will not hear anything, and will not stir. You, on 
the contrary, will hear the pistol shot. You will come in, and when you 
see that Monsieur d’Estelan is dead, you must leave the house as though 
you had come here simply to talk with me on a matter of business. My 
footman does not know w'ho you are ; neither does the house porter. They 
will not pay any attention to you. A moment afterwards, 1 will send to 
the police station for an officer. You are not at that place, are yon ? 

“ No, sir, I belong to the judicial service, but ’’ 

** That is enough. Then the commissary will state in his declaration 
that my son-in-law killed himself accidentally, in handling a pistol, let us 
say, wmich was loaded unknown to him. My honour will be safe.” 

But what shall 1 say to those who sent me here? No, no; 1 cannot 
promise you to carry my kindness so far as to ” 

“ Pi'omise nothing, I am sure that you will not betray me,” sahl 
M. de Maugars, suddenly opening the door leading into the drawing- 
room. 

He quickly crossed the threshold and locked the door behind him with- 
out troubling himself about the officer, who was beginning to regret his 
own good nature, although he was convinced that Mademoiselle de 
Maugars’ husband would refuse to obey the terrible ultimatum of his 
father-in-law. 

As the count entered the drawing-room he saw M. d’Estelan, who came 
tow'ards him, smiling, and with both hands extended. 

“Back, sir!” said M. de Maugars, sternly. “I have come here to 
question you. Answer me ! ” 

“ What do you mean ? ” stammered the young man, in amazement. 

Your name is Louis Vallouris, and, ten years ago. you were employed 
as a clerk by a merchant at Marseilles.” 

“ Didn’t you know that ? The name which I took when abroad is that 
of ni^y mother’s grandfather ; you yourself desired that I shouhl continue 
to bear it, although it did not figure on my marriage^ papers. I do nt»t 
blush for mine, however, and if you wish ” 

*• That is not the question. You arc accused of an infamous act.” 

“ 11 ” exclaimed M, d’Estelan, who turned perceptibly pale. 

“ Yes, sir. In 1870, on the day before you left Marseilles, thirty-three 
thousand francs were stolen from the safe of the merchant who employed 
you. Will you undertake to say that you did not know it ? ” 

“ I do, most positively, and I refuse to believe it. Had a theft been 
committed on the day before my departui*e, I should have been suspected 
as being the culprit, and I should have been pursued. ” 

“ You were pursued. A warrant was issued a^inst you, and a descrip- 
tion of ^ou was sent to all the police stations. But you had taken your 
precautions and were not caught. Where were you ? ” 

“ In Paris. The Germans were advancing by forced marches to besiege 
the city. It was eight days after the battle of Sedan. I wished to enlist. 
I thought it my duty to hasten where danger existed for the country, and 
I went. ” 

“ Without letting any one know?” 

“I made up my mind very suddenly, and had not a moment to lose. 
Tlie train which I took was the last to enter Paris. On the morrow all 
the railway lines were cut” 
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“ Tliat explains why the law failed to reach you, but it does not provu 
your innocence.’' ✓ 

“ You believe me to be guilty, then?” 

“ Prove that you are not so. What did you do during the siege ? ” 

** I enlisted under the name of Estelan, in a battalion of sharp'shooters. 

I served all the time at the advance-posts. I fought at La Malmaison, at 
Chatnpigny, and at Buzeuvnl. I dicf not spare myself at all.” 

‘‘You tried to get killed. I can understand that. What became of 
you after the c^itulation ? ” 

“ 1 saw the Commune beriiming; I despaired of France, and I went to 
Havre to take passage for Mexico.^’ 

** You had some money, then ? ” 

Six thousand francs which remained of what my father had left me, 
and which I received from my guardian when I came of age. llie surplus 
had been used to buy me off from military service, some months before 
the war and prior to the death of my guardian, who was — I believe that I 
have already told you — formerly a captain of a merchant vessel. Had ho 
lived I should prolmbly have remained at Marseilles.” 

You assert, then, that you went abroad without knowing that the * 
law was at your heels ? ” 

*‘How should I have known it? I had not seen any of my ohl 
acquaintances. The idea that I was suspected of having robbed a safe 
could not have entered my head. I did not even know that my employer 
had a safe, for ho w'as a small dealer who was not thought to bo very wcU 
off. If he stood before me now he would be the first to declare the 
accusation to be absurd.” 

He failed, and he is dead. You ought to have thought of him 
sooner,” said Maugars, in an ironicjil tone. “ You remained eight years in 
Mexico, and you have been back in France six months. You have had 
time to justify yourself. Now it is too late.” 

“Too late ! 1 really seem to be dreaming, sir. Is it you wdio speak* 
thus to me ? — you who opened your doors to me, and encouraged hoj[}es 
in which 1 scarcely dared indulge ? — you who have done me the Iionoumof 
besptow'ing your daughter’s hand ujion me ? ” 

“ I could not foresee that the man whom I accepted as a son-in-law 
W'ould be arrested on the <lay of his wedding.” 

“ What do you say ? ” 

“ The truth, sir. Just now% wlien I returned from church, I found a 
l^)lice-olficer downstairs. He came to execute the orders he had received 
to secure your person. He is there in my private room, and, while you 
were awaiting me here, I had a conversation with him, wdiich leaves no 
doubt as to the result of this affair. It would bring you before the assize 
court.” 

“Oh, this is too much !” exdaimed M. d'Estelau. “Bring in this 

agent, sir, and w'hen he has heard me But no ; I wul go to 

liim.” ; 

But the count intercepted his son-in-law’', who was mshiiig tow'^ards the 
door. “ You-forgeT, sir,^’ said he, in a hoarse tone, “you forget that an 
hqur ago you became the husband, of Mademoiselle de Maugars.” 

“ It is for that reason that I wish to put an immediate end to these 
odious slanders.” 

“ You cannot do so. The agent is not the man to understaiiil your 
explanations, and decide the matter. He will arrest you, and 1 declare 



22 


DAY OT 


to youihat a man of honour, even when he is unjustly accused, ought not 
to allow himself to be taken to prison.” 

“ What can he do, then V* 

** He must die I ’* replied M. de Maugars, raising his revolver. 

M. d’Estelan started, but did not flinch. ** You wish to kill mo. Do 
so, sir,” said he, quietly. 

“ You are mistaken,” replied the count, after a moment’s silende. ** I 
promised the officer who is there not to deal out justice upon you 
mjTself.” 

‘^Justice I ” repeated the young man, scornfully. 

** Besides,” continued M. de Maugars, “ if I hilled you, I should be 
taken before the assize court, and my daughter would b« as gi'eatly dis- 
graced as now, for no one would know why I killed you.” 

“Very well. I understand. You wish me to spare you this exe- 
cution.” 

“You have guessed correctly. Take this weapon and blow out your 
biuins, if you are not a coward. ” 

Estclan sprang forward, but, succeeding in mastering the first impulse 
of his anger, he replied, unhesitatingly : “ It is because I am not a coward 
that I shall not kill myself. To kill myself would be to confess myself 
guilty.” 

“ And you prefer to discuss the question with the judges who will 
examine you, and to pay a lawyer for trying to convince them that you 
are not a thief? He may succeed, if he is skilful. The papers will 
publish his arguments and praise his eloquence. Oh, that would be a 
* celebrated case 1 * A man belonging to good society is not to be found 
every day sitting in the dock where rascals are brought between two 
policemen ; and if you are acquitted — you may be, for want of proof — you 
will become the hero of the day ; all France will talk about you, and of 
7ne,.and of my daughter. Have you thought of all that when you resolve 
to run the risks of a criminal suit ? Have you asked yourself whether 
you have a right to ruin us in trying to save yourself ? ” 

“You are cruel, sir ; cruel and unjust. I might ask you whether you 
have the right to condemn me without hearing me ? Death does not appall 
me. I saw it face to face during the siege of Baris, and at other times as 
well. But I will not die without confounding those who accuse me ; it 
does not suit me to leave a stained name to a wife whom 1 love and respect. ” 

“ If you had respected her you would not have married her.” 

Once more did I.iOuis d’Estolan start at the insult offered to him, and ho 
was obliged to make a great effort not to forget that the man who thus 
addressed him was Madeleine’s father. 

“ You oblige me, sir,” said he, slowly, “ to remind you that I did not 
try to bring alx»ut this marriage, although I so much^lesired it. I came to 
Paris unknown, and had no connection with any one here. Chance threw 
me in your way xt a gentleman’s house, whore I had been kindly received 
owing to the recommendation of one of our consuls in Mexico. I had no 
title, and was not even of good social standing ; the name I bore did not 
legally belong to me, and the money which I had made was the result of 
efiorts in business life. You received m#, however, v’ith a welcome which 
deeply touched me ; you introduced me to your daughter, and I admired 
her good qualities, which impressed me even more than her beauty. This, 
however, did not give me courage-to declare myself, and if your relative, 
the Marchioness de Puygarrault, had not given me to understand that I 
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should be accepted, 1 should never have taken such a step, in the ^ueceis 
of which 1 did not believe. 1 took it, however, after the marchioness had 
spoken to me, and you did me the honour of accepting my offer. 1 appeal 
• to your frankness now. Did I deceive you as to my present position, my 
antecedents, or my family ? Did I conceal from you that I was bom poor, 
of obscure parents, that my name was simply Louis ’Vallouris, and that I 
had only taken that of Estelan on going abroad ? Did I not tell you that 
I had begun by being a merchant’s clerk 

“You told me all, except that you had committed a theft.’ 

“ What you are doing, sir, is most unworthy ! You insult me, and you 
know that I cannot make yon give me satisfaction for your insults. A son* 
in-law cannot light with his wife’s father. ” 

The count turned pale with anger. The martial blood which still boiled 
in his veins as in the days of his youth prompted him to deatand a settle- 
ment of the quarrel by the sword, so as to prove to M. d’Estclan that all 
fatliers-in-law do not look upon their social obligations in the same way, 
He controlled himself, however, with a great effort, and returned to tne 
terrible necessities of the moment. “ Time is flying, sir,” said be, and* 
the police olHccr allowed me but a quarter of an hour. I beg of you to 
decide at once. If you shrink from the means which I offer you of saving 
our honour, the honour of us all, you will be taken to Mazas and sent to 
Marseilles, where you wdll be tried. You are free to do so. I have given 
my w ord that I will not kill you, but I sliall kill myself ; and my dau^ter, 
wliom you pretend to love, will die of shame and grief. If you have the 
courage to pu^ an end to your life, no one will know that you have been 
accused. I have inquired as to all this. The officer has pre mised secrecy. 
He will certify that your death was accidental, and you will leave an un- 
stained name to Madeleine. Choose now%” concluded M. dc Maugars. 

Louis d 'Estelan changed countenance, but it was not fear that contracted 
his features. He drew back, and, leaning against the sill of an open 
window, he began to look fixedly at the count, w^ho bore his gaze unfiineb- 
fiigiy. 

The scene would have tempted an artist : these two men, face to face, 
alike angiy and proud, the olaer one suimnoning the younger to death, and, 
at the back of the picture, the trees of a garden iull of shade and chirping 
birds. On the one side the room overlooked the Place de la TrinitiS, and 
on the other this solitary garden which belonged to a neighbouring 
house. 

The silence was so profound in the apartment in which this drama was 
being enacted that the steps of the officer who w'as restlessly pacing up 
and down in the count’s private room were distinctly audible. They drew 
near at last and a knock was heard at the door. 

“ Do you hear ? ” asked M. de Maugars. “ He is becoming impatient. 
The quarter of an hour is over. ” 

“ You say,'* said Madeleine’c husband, coming slowly forward, “that 
if I don’t consent to kill myself with this weapon you will turn it against 
yourself.” ^ 

. “ 1 do. If you wish to live I ipust die, and I will not wait to die until 
you are arrested. ” ' 

Give me the revolver.” 

The count turned pale, but he offered the weapon to Louis d’Estclan, 
and his hand did not tremble as he gavelt to him. The old soldier was a 
man of iron, “ That is well,” muttered he, “ I forgive you now,” And, 
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turning towards the door of the private room, he seized hold of the key 
whioh was in the lock. 

Farewell ! ” said Estelan’s voice. “ If we sec each other no more in 
this world yon must tell Madeleine that 1 am innocent.” 

** Open the door ! *’ called out the detective. 

M. de Maugars turned the key, the door opened, and the officer almost 
Up^t the count as he hurried into the drawing-room. ** Where is your 
soh-in-law?” he asked, angrily. “He has escaped; you have deceived 
me, sir 1 ” 

The count had turned away in order to avoid seeing the frightful end of 
this tnigedy. He had thought that the shot would go off just as he opened 
the door. But on hearing the officer’s exclamation no turned round. His 
son-in-law was no longer there. He understood what had happened, and 
hastened to the M^indow. 

“ Look ! ” he exclaimed. 

I^ouis Vallouris was lying with his face downward upon the grass in the 
garden below. He still held the revolver in his clenched hand, but he did 
not stir, and the grass around him was reddened with his blood. 

“ You see that he is dead,” said M. de Maugars, in a hoarse voice. 

“ He attempted to fly,*^ said the officer, in a low tone. 

“ No. He did not wish to kill himself in this room, where I am expect- 
ing my daughter every moment.” 

“Your daughter! True! she may come, and my presence hero 
will ” 

^‘May I rel^ upon your abstaining from making any statement as to 
the suicide ? ” interrupted the count. 

“ 1 — yes — I hope that tlie commissary, who will be sent for, will he will- 
ing to make such a statement as you desire. I am going to see him, but I 
fim pbliged to protect myself, and I shall tell him the truth.” 

“ I rely upon you, sir, and if I am ever able to prove my gratHude, I 
swear to you that I ” 

"The count did not finish. A door at the opposite end of the drawing- 
l:oom suddenly opened, and Madeleine de Maugars- appearM. 81io had 
just taken off her wedding dress, and wore an elegant walking costume. 
She looked all smiles. 

You are alone, father I ” she said, gaily. ‘ ‘ W^ here is Iiouis ? I thouglit 
that he was waiting for me here. ” 

Then as slie ran towards M. de Maugars to give him a kiss, she caught 
sight of the serious-looking man who was standing at the window, and 
turned as red as a rose. 

** Excuse me, sir,” she stanmierod, “ I did not see you before. • 

The count stopped her with a gesture, and went stniight up to the officer. 
*<Oo, sir,’" said he, in a low tone, “ I place my honour, and that of this 
unhappy girl ir your hands. 

The detective was very much agitated, but he nodded in sign of assent, 
bowed to Madeleine, and then withdrew. 

What is the matter ? Who is this gentleman ? ” asked Madeleine, 
anxiously. And, as her father did n6t reply, she added: “But on a 
wedding-^y nothing ever goes wrong,” and she smiled as she spoke. 

Louis must be in your room, of course. Did he tell you that we were 
going shopping together, just as though wo had been keeping house 
for'n ? That was a charming idea of his. And we are fortunate to 
such ‘a fine day for our first walk. See I ” added poor Madeleine, 
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going towards the window, “the sky is blue, the air is mild, the birds are 
Binging ; 

M. de Manors placed himself in front of her. 

“ Don’t look down tliere,” he said in a choking voice. 

“ Why not ? — ^you frigliten me I ” 

“ Come away, I tell you ! There has })een a honible accident.** 

“ My husband 1 ” 

Just now he was talking to me, and leaning against the railing of thie 
biilcony. It is very low down, — ^his foot slip^d on the floor, and-T^— ” 

“ He fell ? ” cried Madeleine, wildly. “He is hurt, perhaps -seriously, 
and you stay here when he is in need of help 1 Let me go ! Let us hastep 
to him ! ” ^ 

“ It is too late. You are a widow.” 

The young girl tottered, and losing consciousness, fell in her father’s 
Ki'iua. M. de Mangars at once carried her to her owii room. 

TJie detective w^as already in the street. He had left without saying 
an 3 'thing w'liatever to tlie footman in the ante-room, who on his side took no 
notice of the unknown visitor’s abrupt departure. Finding hia men 
the pavement outside, the detective ordered them to follow him, and then 
hastened to the district commissary of police to explain the matter to him, 
and to ask him to teke his place. He did not tell him all, but tlie com- 
missary understood the situation. M. d’Estelan was dead, and the prefect 
of police had recommended quiet measures. The only thing to Ite done 
now >vas to record an “ accidental death,” without mentioning anything 
of wliat had previously occurred. 

“I will go to the house,” said he. “As your men are below, t will 
take tlicm with me. When everything is settled, I will go to the prefecttire. 
This Monsieur de Maugara may consider himself a lucky man. He has rid 
himself without any scandal of a son-in-law accused of theft, and he has 
met w ith good fellows, like you and me, who will keep his secret. -Such 
tilings only happen to lucky folks.” 

“That is but relative happiness,” said the detective; “Imwevec* no 
fault will be found ^ith us. ” 

Ten minutes afterwards the commissary w^as talking with the door- 
keeper of the house w’here M. do Maugars lived, stating that a neighbour 
liail informed him that some one had been killed by falling from a window 
into the garden, and bidding Iiim take him tliere, so that he might draw 
n]> a report of the death and have the boily removed. 

I'he doorkeeper, greatly suiprised, assured tlie commissaiy that he had, 
hoard nothing whatever of the matter, and tliat, besides, the garden 
belonged to Hie next house, which could only be entered from the Rue 
de la Chaus^e d’Autiii. 

On hearing this the commissary began to feel somewrhat nneasy, and 
hastened to the Rue de la Chaus^e a’Antin with the men who were waiting 
for him outside. The doorkeeper there did not know anything more of the 
matter than his colleague, but he immediately took the commissary to the 
scene of the accident. 

* It w'as an enclosure planted with old ti*ee8, a neglected spot, where the 
grass grew as it listed, and where any one might enter — one of those for- 
gotten corners of old Paris — islets of vferdure which the rising tide of 
building enterprise will soon submerge. The windows of M. de Maugars* 
drawing-room had remained open, and traces of blood marked the spot 
where Louis d'Kstelan had fallen, but his body w as no longer there. 
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The^ead do not arise, and if M. d’Estelan had disappeared it must be 
that the fall had failed to kill him* Stunned at first by the violence oi the 
shock, he had gradually recovered himself, and had found the stren^h to 
rise and reach the street. He must already be far away. Xt was a nimcle, 
Wt there was no other means of accounting for his disappearance. 

When the doorkeeper was closely questioned he swore that he had not 
seen any one go out, out he confessed that he was asleep in his room, and 
ao the commissary no longer doubted but what a miracle had taken place. 

“ Well,” muttered he “ a police officer learns something new evety day 
of his life. Trust people about to be arrested and second'fioor windows 
after this ! Fortunately, the gentleman will not be hard to find. But* 
never mind, my fellow officer has done a bad job, and I am sorry to 
be mixed up in it, for heaven knows what they wiU say at the prefecture. ” 


n. 

That evening— thS evening of the day on which Madeleine had been 
married at La Trinity— while hot tears were being shed at M. de Maugars’ 
house, there was dancing at the Jardin Mabille— a great ball in fact, a 
** night festival,” so the posters said, and the garden was lighted brilliantly 
everywhere. The zinc palm>trees bore sparkling girandoles instead of 
dates upon their spreading branches, and amid the flower-beds imiumerablc 
Smiall lamps shone like glow-worms. . 

People were coming out of the Champs Elys^es Circus. It was the 
hour when the battolion of fashionable irregulars repaired in close 
columns to the drill-ground, where they marched round in a circle ivs if they 
were practising in a riding-school. They turned at Mabille at night time 
as they turned around the takes of the Bols de Boulogne in the atternoon. 
It was the hour, too, when the kMtufy of Mabille took up their position on 
chairs facing the covered dancing gallery, set aside for wet evenings, at a 
poiiXt where the circular walk branched o€ from the main avenue. J ust like 
the stand at Longchamps where the President of the Rej>ublic sits on review 
days, this was the best place for watching the march past. There, under 
the eyes of the staff of ** fast livers,” young and old, all the noteworthy 
IParisian irregulars passed by, alone or in platoons. 

Buriiig the season BusseroUes came every evening to this particular 
point. He had a winter and a summer programme. His amusements W'ere 
regulated like clockwork. He had a horror of the unexpected, and 
pretended to do everything with the utmost regularity. 

Bautru was not so assuming. He was far more imaginative and liked 
to trust to chance for his amusement. He did not think himself called 
upon to leave Paris in July, and to go every night to Mabille, from 
Easter till the opening of the season at Trouville. And, on this particular 
evening, he Was not in the least disposed to appreciate the charm of 
sitting under a number of gas-lighted trees, and still less to stand looking 
at circus-riders. Madeleine’s marriage had made him melancholy, and he 
longed fer some great excitement to drive* away the bitter remembrances ^ 
of %e mOmirig. The afternoon had passed away gloomily enough. He 
had fenced till four, played with dice at a franc a throw from four to 
seven, and had then dined dismally at the club from seven to nine. After 
whieh, for want of 'a heavy game at which to lose his money, he had gone 
to the ISlysfes to mve off his dulness. He had mot his mend 
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Busserolles th^e» and for want of anything better be bad irebn^tabtly 
agreed to accompany him to the “ night-festival/* 

k Reaciiing Mabille just as most of the crowd was ^nring in, they foimd 
a convenient spot and soon became the centre ox an animated groi;p^ 
thanks to Busserolles* manoeuvres for getting together a party of gay 
fellows. They had increased to five or six, and were seated in a circle, 
talking at random. Alfred Girac, a good-looking dandy, much liked by the 
women, was there among them, with Jules de Kangouze, called the 
“ naughty peasant,*’ a native of Provence, who had only been in Pads for 
seven years or so, and who was lucky at cards and a clever flirt. Thei^ 
was also a lady whom one of the party was escorting, and who appeared to 
be acquainted with all of the set. 

“Tell me, llosine,** said Girac to her, “has Antonia reaHy retdnied 
from Holland ? ’* 

“Yes,” said Busserolles, replying in Rosine’s place, and she is Hviog 
in great style. Her rooms in the Avenue de Mcssine are full of works m 
art. I called upon her after going to Mademotselle de Maugars*^ weddihgt ’ 

slie has some rare bits of furaiture in her reception-room, and ** 

“ Speaking of the Maugars’ wedding,” internipted Girac, “ FrCdoc told 
me that Antonia was at the mass, on the side where the bridegroom^ 
friends sat.” 

“ She went to see the dresses.** 

“And to show her own,” said Rosine. 

“ Who is, this Estelan who married Mademoiselle de Maugars?** asked 
Rangouze. 

“You ought to be able to toll us all that,** replied Girac. “ You must 
know all about the nobility of Provence, as you belong to it yourself.** 

“ 1 never heard of that name,** replied M. de Kangouze, somewhat com 
fused. He did not like conversations u'bich brought up the question of his 
nobility, which was little believed in by those who knew him. 

“ ])id you never meet Kstelan, then ? *’ , f .. 

• “Never. I do not visit the Count de Maugars.** 

“ And Kstelan gbes nowhere. So that accounts for everything. But 
this new-comer is a strange man. He has mai ried a charmb^ girl, and 
his honeymoon is just rising in the firmament.” 

“ Let him beware of the dark side,** said Rangouze, laughing stupidly. 
“Gentlemen,** said Bautru, “let ns chance the subject. I did not 
come to Mabillo to hear matrimony discussed.** 

“ 'I'he fact is, that it is not a gay topic,” said Rosine, especially to 
you, my dear Guy, for you had a narrow escape, it appears. You went to 
Maugars* house a great deal, and you might have married the adorable 
Madeleine yourself if you had liked.’* 

“ I never thought of it ! Do I look like a, man running bftet a woman’s 
dowry? Suppose we talk about Antonia ? ” 

“ 1 should like to know why she is called the * Graseh^per/ renmrhed 
Rangouze. 

, “ Did you never read La Foirtaine’s fable ? — 

* Hating spent all summer Jong 
In oue merry dance end song, 

When the wlntrs' breezes blew, 

She was ponied what to do.' 

But the wintry blasts do net seem to have tronbM^ him* as she fe 
rolling in wealth.” ^ 
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The wind may change. Besides, there U her mother.** 

* ‘ Her mother ? What of that ? ’* 

“ The widow Moncsheron will ruin her yet. She is an old card-player, 
and is always running after an infallible 'martingale.* Antonia Mlieves 
in it, and so all her money goes to Monaco.*' ^ 

Gentlemen,’* inte^pted Busserolles, ''would you like to see some- 
thing new?” 

" New ? Here ? That’s impossible I I have been walking up and down 
here for the last seven years and the women are always the same,” mut- 
tered Rangouze. 

" Look over there, at the end of the path, and sec those three gentlemen 
With white ties. Three lawyers coming along, three lawyers, if you please, 
and one of them is Prunevaux, the notary!’^ 

" * Vaux who advances, Vaux who advances t ’ ” said Girac, humming an 
air from the “ Belle HcH^ne.” 

" It i^ really he I ” remarked Kosine in a whisper. "lam glad that 1 saw' 
the dght.” 

" Co you know him ? *’ 

" Prunevaux ? I should think I did ! Whenever I have any money to 
deposit, I take it to him. I am the 'Ant,’ not the ' Grasshopper,’ and I 
hope to end my days in the country. Whenever you have a pretty chateau 
to sell, my dear Guy, at a low price ” 

" All this does not explain the presence of three legal functionaries in 
this place,” interrupted Busserolles, "and with W'hitc ties, too, which is an 
aggravating circumstance. ” 

"It is simple and easy enough to guess why they are here,” replied 
Girac; " they nave been eating heartily, drinking as well, and have taken 
tlie door of Mabille for that ota court-room.” 

* Girac was only half mistaken, for Prunevaux and his companions W'ere 
dressed for a ceremonious dinner, and seemed to be very gay, Prunevaux’s 
facOi especially, was radiant. Stout, short, an<l florid, like one of the natives 
of Flanders depicted in Rubens* " Kermesse,*’ this Parisian notary 'was a 
lively companion in his merry moments. He looked up pleasantly when 
he saw Guy de Bautru, and w*aa about to speak to him, when, catching 
sight of Rosine, who sat somcwliat back, he preferred to pass on. 

" He is vexed at being seen by one of his clients when he is playing the 
truant schoolboy,” said Girac, laughing. 

" More vexed than you think,” mattered Rosine, in reply. 

" Here vou are, all of you ! ” exclaimed a young man who had been 
walking behind the lawyers, and who now suddenly found himself in front 
of the group. He was tall, and somewhat slovenly in his attire. 

" Why, here’s M€tel ! *’ exclaimed Busserolles and his friends in a breath. 

. "Good evening, Mctel,” said Rosine. " Are you quite well, my lad ? 
What did you come here for ? To hear the news ? Why are you not busy 
with your newspaper?” 

" i have just left the office, and as for news, I have enough for to-night.*'^ 

The new-comer was on the staff of a new'spaper with.a good circulation, * 
and as he had special charae of Parisian news he knew the persons of both 
sexes in the gay world. Ine women petted him in order to be favourably 
mentiotted, and the men liked him on account of his good humour, and the 
infofnnabion wil^ which he was always liberally supplied. He went every- 
where, and people talked all the more freely with him as he was known 
^ be discreet^ wnenever occasion required it. 
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Intellig&Qt and active, although as dissipated as any one of those about 
dm, Gustave M^tel had, like Pauurge, sixty^three ways of mining money 
bud two hundred and fourteen ways of spending it. But as he was 
tbnest and polite, Guy de Bautru, who did not like journalists as a nile« 
iked him very well. 

I am charmed to meet you,'* said the pressman. ** 1 have something 
o show you, and wish to ask your advice.’* « 

“ Do so, my dear fellow," replied Guy, somewhat surprised. 

“ Will you go round the garden with me ? " 

It is a secret, then," said Rosine. 

“ It is not a secret," replied the journalist, “but as It is a matter which 
inly interests Monsieur de Bautru ” 

“ Mysteries ! You are growing alarming." 

“Don't be vexed, Bosinette ; I'll tell you all ths theatrical news 
iresently. and there’s plenty of it to tell." ^ 

“ I will go with you, M^tel,” said Bautru, rising. 

The chatting which had been going on for the kst twenty minutes did 
lot entertain him at all, and he was glad to get away and talk of something 
Ise. 

“ So you are going to desert us!" exclaimed BusseroUes. “ I suppose 
hat we shan’t see you again to-night." 

“ Yes, you will, at the club For once in a way there will be a game 
c rtli playing. There was a Brazilian admitted night, who plays for 
igh stakes." 

‘ ‘ That is a goo<l reason for keeping away, but we shall sup togetlier, 
osine, Girac, Rangouze and I, at one o'clock at the CafC Anglais. If 
on don’t come to ns there, I shall consider that you are a deserter." 

“ I don’t promise," called out Bautru, who was already some distance off. 

Metel had slipped his arm under Guy’s and was leading him towards 
lie circular walk, where there was a crowd of people admiring the most 
loted dancers. The journalist, who had lynx-like eyes, immediately dis- 
overed Prunevaiix and his two friends in the first row of spectators.*' 
They all seemed to be yastly pleased with the feats of an ugly, imp-like 
Ionian, who was dancing on one foot and holding up the other. 

" Isn’t that Silenus, Monsieur de Maugars' notary ? ” asked M<ftel. 

“ Yes," said Guy, “let us go further off. If he sees us it will vex him. 
besides, we can talk moie freely down there. What have you to tell 
le?” 

“It is something which concerns Monsieur do Maugars. Y'ou know 
im very well, don’t you ? ’* ' 

“ Very 'well is not the word. But I have an uncle who is very intimate 
^ith him, and who was still more so when he lived in Paris." 

“ You were at the wedding at La Trinity, to- day ?" 

“Yes, BusseroUes was there wdth me.” 

“ 1 had rather ask you what 1 wish to know than ask him. Did you 
3 to Monsieur de Maugars’ house after the ceremony ? " 

“ No. I was only asked to the church.” 

“ Then you know nothing of what^occurred there ? " 

‘ ‘ Nothing whatever. * What was it ? " 

“ My dear fellow, oblige me by reading this* strange letter, and tell mo 
hat you think of it. ” 

As he spoke, M4tel took a note-book from his pocket, drew a folded 
ipor from between the leaves, and banded it to Bautru. 
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*1 Is tUU letter for me ? “ asked Guy, iu surpni^e. 

Ko, but it will interest you. it, pray. But let us get away 

from the crowd. There is a bench in that comer, and we shall be able to 
make up our minds at ease about this strange paper.” 

Guy allowed himself to be taken towards some seats which were so 
placed as to give a view of the circular walk. It was difficult to get room 
on them when the dancing stopped, but each time the music struck up 
afresh the wild and eccentric maze drew the crowd away from them, and 
at that moment no one was there. The people who had been lounging 
about now stood among the group around the light-footed princesses, who 
were flourishing their shoes in the air and knocking off the hats of the 
lookers-on. 

’*Kead, my dear fellow,” said “and give me your opinion 

about it. ” 

Bautru, more and more puzzled, unfolded the paper, and read its con- 
tents in a low tone, as is habitual when one peruses a document upon 
which an opinion is asked. 

The document ran as follows : — “ A great scandal has just occurred in 
a most aristocratic circle. After a brilliant wedding, wluch took place 
this morning at a church in the Chauss^c d’Antin, a most extraordinary 
event took place. The bridegroom, a gentleman who has not been long in 
Paris, was arrested os he was going with his wife to the house of his 
father-in-law, Count de M , and taken to the police-station. 

“ This bridegroom, who bore an assumed name, had been long looked 
for by the police, and it was only yesterday tlmt his identity was dis-' 
covered, too late, unfortunately, for the honourable lainily with which ho 
has allied himself. He was arrested on a charge of theft committod 
several years ago. The affair is in the hands of the legal authorities, and 
it is thought that the prisoner will soon be tried at the assizes. ” 

“ Well ?” asked Bautru, who had not yet guessed the meaning of the 
paper. 

“ What ! ” exclaimed Metel, “ can’t you see that this refers to Monsieur 
de Maugars* son-in-law ? ” 

“ Don't say such a thing I It is perfectly abshrd I Besides, I was at 
La Trinitd, and I remained there until the last moment. No one wa 
arrested, I can assure you of that.” 

“ Not in the church, but after the ceremony. How do you know whai 
happened then ? You told me just now that you did not go to the count’i 
house. ” 

“ You believe this ridiculous story, then ? ” 

I believe it, and yet 1 don’t. I am a newspaper man, apd it is mj 
business to find out the truth.” 

“ This letter was sent to your office, I suppose ? ” 

“Yes. It was thrown into the letter-box there, and I was greatl] 
surprised when I read it, for I at once thought that it alluded to tin 
Maugars. I had just handed in a paragragh about Monsieur d’Estelan' 
marriage, which was nicely written, and in which I described the dresse 
and gave the names of the fashionable people present. Your name wa 
there, my dear fellow. But now, I ^ave my trouble for my pains. AI] 
head-man has laid the * par. ’ aside for further orders, and 1 am afraid tba 
it will never see the light.” 

' “I was never more surprised in my life. Does a reliable paper lik 
years pay any attention to an anonymous denunciation ? 1 didn\ 'kno^ 
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that it was enough to invent a Bpitefixl lie and Bend it to you to ensufe its 
publication. ” 

“ Excuse me, my dear sir,” said Metel, somewhat annoyed, ** we have 
as yet published nothing at all, and we shall not do so till we know more. 
We receive such letters every day, and we only use them when we are 
sure of the truth.” 

“You ought to bum them all.” 

** Not till we know whether they state the truth or the contrary. 
Remeiiiber that we run between two rocks. If we publish them, we may 
bring a lawsuit upon ourselves. If we don’t insert them, we run the risk 
of missing important information, which the public require of our paper.” 
“ And when you are in doubt, you ” 

“We inquire ; and I assure you that in this particular affair 1 have 
been very cautious. Knowing that you were very intimate with MonedeUr 
de Maugars I deckled to consult you.” 

“What the deuce can I tell you about it? This letter is utterly, 
senseless, and this is what ought to be done with it,” said Bautru, and as he 
spoke he cninipled the paper in his hand, as if he meant to throw it away, 
“As you like, my clear friend ! I don't care to deposit it among our 
archives, and I don’t care whether you destroy it or not ; but if 1 wete in 
your place, I would put in my pocket. It lias undoubtedly come from 
some enemy of Monsieur de Maugars, and if you take any interest in him 
you would do him a good service by showing it to him. He will be glad 
to know who has stabbed him in the back.” 

“You are 'right,” said Bautru, after a momenta reflection. **I will 
keep it, although I really attach veiy little importance to it. This odious 
statement is tlie work of some madman, or a malicious busybody. Who 
will believe that Monsieur d’Kstelan is a thief? He has been lor six months 
[in Paris, he married openly before all men’s eyes, and now it is asserted 
[that he has committed a crime, and this is set forth on the very day of 
his marriage ! Such things are only to be found in jiovela. ” 

“ Truth is often stranger tiian fiction ; and I can quote instances thatC* 

It wa?i but lately that X rea<l of a trial which ” 

“ Besides,” interrupted Bautru, who had put the letter in his pocket, 
“this busyhofly’s story is one that cannot be believed. I was there; I 
Saw the married couple got out of their brougham in front of the Count de 
Maugars’ house, on the Place de la Trinity, and I assure you that there 
were no policemen at their heels. Ask Busserolles what ho thinks of this 
Btory, and, meantime,’ ask a sensible man who was at the ceremony and is 
now coming this way.” 

“ Monsieur Frddoc ? Would you mention this matter to him ? ” 

“ Why not ? If it is true, all Paris will know it by to-morrow ; if it is 
>alse, as I believe it to be, I may as well laugh >t it with him. You wiU 
Joe that he will laugh at you for noticing it at all,” 

Bautru now rose and went to meet the gentleman whose name he had 
ust mentioned. He was less certain than he professed to be of the 
ibsurdity of the strange information brouglit by the journalist. He did not 
sxactly believe it, but it touched a tender spot. Madeleine de Maiigara’ 
lusband was a man whom he did not like, and hp did not care what happened 
o him. On the other hand, he was certainly sorry that the name of his 
inde’s intimate friend should bo lUrnished by M. d’Estelan’s disgrace. 
Ud he wished to lay tlie strange case before a man whose opinion seemed 
him of more value than that of Gustave M^tel. 
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M. Fr^doc was a member of the club to which Guy himself belonged. 
Ho had one good quality seldom found in men over sixty, he liked young 
{>eople ; he Sked to talk with them, and his frankness, liveliness, and 
indulgent views pleased them. He only played whist, yet he pitied tiiose^ 
who lost their all at baccarat. He would even lend them money, aitd inonT 
than once a generously -offered loan had prevented them 11*010 b^ng tKNsted 
at tiio club for not having paid their liabilities within foi*ty>eight hours. 
He had given up lovc-affaii's, and still he knew how to console ill-treated , 
lovers. He knew, besides, how to take good care of the comfortable 
fortune which he was fortunate enough to possess. 

This phmuix of sexagenarians was of upright figure, with a graceful gait 
as well as a very pleasing countenance, bright eyes, perfect teeth, and hair 
that was scarcely silvered. He dressed w 3 l, equally avoiding a youthful 
style and the antiquated appearance of some old fogey. This evening, iu 
particular, he did ’hot look more than forty- 6 ve, and he seemed vciy 
contented indeed. He was smoking a cigar, w'hich must have been a good 
one, to judge from the look of complacency with W'hich he whiffed at it. 
He was switching at the bushes with his cane as he went along, and any 
one looking at him would have taken this to be a sign of inward satisfaction. 
As soon as he saw Bautru he walked up to him and held out his hand. 

** I knew vei*y w'ell that I should meet you here, my dear Guy,” he 
said, in a gay tone. “ I came here at nine. You wdll laugh, but I think 
tlie orchestra excellent, and I am very fond of music in the open air. I 
only come to Mabille to hear the waltzes played. Such is the consequence 
of having been bom in the days of Louis X V III. Good evening, Monsieur 
Metel ; how docs your paper succeed ? ” 

“We sell more eveiy day, and I don’t know where we shall stop.” 

“ So much the w'orse ! ” replied Bautru. “ I hate newspapers ; they are 
nothing but vehicles for foolish stories. I will give you proof of this, 
IVe'doc, and you will see that I am right. You were at Mademoiselle do 
Maugars’ wedding this morning ? ” 

, “Yes ; although I don’t know either the count or his son-in-law. I am 
somewhat acquainted with the Neufgermains, who know them both ; but 
I don’t know why they took it into Sieir heads to send me an invitation. 

1 Avent from politeness, and I confess tliat I slipped off before the ceremony 
was over.” 

“ I saw you go out. I was behind you. But you will never guess what 
Al< 5 tel has been telling me. A letter lias been sent to his paper to tell him 
that after the mass Monsieur d’Escelan was airested for theft. ” 

*• That is very unlikely ; but Monsieur Mt^tel is no novice in newspaper 
work, and I supjxiso that he was not taken in by so coarse a fabrication. 

I admit that he might, at the most, make some inquiries. ” 

“ I did not fail to do so.” 

“ What ! exclaimed Bautru. “ Did you, indeed ? You did not tell mo 
that.” 

“You did not let me finish my story,” 

“ Your reporters, then ” 

“My reporters went' to Monsieur de Maugars’ house, and to the pre- 
fecture of ijolice. ” * , 

“ You fairly stun me ! ” 

“It was necessaiy to know the facts,” opined FrOdoo, in a low 
tone. 

^*That is true. Yon understand what journalism is.” 
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And you learned, of course, that the whole thing was a mystificslticm?’* 
esumed Frddoc. 

<<Y6s and no. That ia just where the matter becomes complicated. 
U the prefecture my reporter was told that no one had been* arrested. 
He tried to obtain other information, but did not succeed. The other 
reporter spoke to the doorkeeper at Monsieur de Maugors’ house. Oh I 
don’t be angry, my dear Bautru, he is a well-bred young man. Without 
saining Monsieur d'Estelan he inquired if anting had hapjpened in the 
hoiiftc. The porter told him that nothing had occurred, but tRat there had 
been a report in the neighbourhood that a man had committed suicide by 
jumping out of a window overlooking tlie Hue de la ChaussOe d’Ahtin. 
With this uncertain information my reporter, like an intelligent envoy as 
he is, began to make some inquiries at the adjoining houses, and learned 
»ome strange things." 

“ What did he learn ? You tell the story so well that you really arouse 
my interest, although, as a rule, 1 never read these kind of things,’^ said 
Fr^doc. 

“ Well, then, there was not a suicide exactly, but an attempt at one. 
A gentleman leaped from the third or fourth floor into a gc«den next to 
the house where Monsieur de Maugars lives. ” 

“His rooms are on the second floor," interrupted Bautru. 

Jt is not certain from which floor the fall took place. But wliat is 
certain is that a commissary came with fsome policemen to remove the body. " 
“He found it, then ? The man was dead ? " asked FrOdoe. 

“ Not at all. He had got up and walked off without any one seeing 
him. No one had witnessed the terrible leap. But the fact was indispul^ 
able, for traces of blood were found. The man must be a tough subject." 
“ But who was this man ? " inquired Fr^doc. 

“No one knows. The reporter asked everybody, but in vain. It was 
an anonymous suicide, like the letter which was sent to us. 1 did somc^- 
thing more. I sent to the prefecture again, and my ambassador was rather 
mdely received there. He was told tlmt no one knew anything about the^ 
matter^ and then he was sent about his business." 

“And that is all ! ” ekclaimed Guy. 

“But it seems to me that it is something. If any one went, as the 
letter declares, to arrest Monsieur d’Kstelan he may have leaped from the 
window either for the purpose of killing himself, or in order to escape, and 
having failed to break his neck — which is a miracle— he may have decided 
-to make oft*. ” 

“ The deuce 1 " exclaimed Bautru, “ what an imagination you have, my 
dear fellow ! Your acfnario is perfectly combined, but I hope that you are 
not going to have it brought out— that is, to print it in your paper.**’ 

“ What do you take my paper for ? We shall wait. To-morrow’s issue 
won’t contain a word on the subject. But in the course of the day the 
truth will come out, and if it prove true that Monsieur d’Bstelan has dis- 
appeared, we shall be obliged to speak of it, under penalty of coming up 
last in the race for information,’ for our contemporaries are not so 4i&crect 
as wq are, " 

“ That seems to be a good plan,” muttered Frtfdoc. 

“I am not afraid that you wdll do anything of the kind,” said Guy, 
shrugging his shouldei’s. “ By to-moiTOw, my dearM4tel, you ivill find 
out triift Some oTie has been making gome of you, and this stupid falsehood 
will CO 110 further." 
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*^So be it!" eoneladed the joumelist. **I i^ould be '^^eaey eerry t 
have to eay anything disagre^ble in teference to vour friends^ and it wa 
to let yon know idx>ut all this that I eame to MaoUle. Now, gentlemcin 
X am going to leave yon ! I must be at the office to look over some proo^ 
and to find out if there is any thin£[ more about this matter. '* 

Bautru did not attempt to detmn M^tel. He could not find fault witl 
Jiis confidential communication, but it had annoyed him, and he was no 
son^ to end the conversation. 

As the sagacious Fr<$doo was not intimate with the Count de Maugars, i 
might be supposed that he would have taken less interest in the story tbai 
Quy, but it appealed to be before his mind, for he said, with an anxioui 
loOK : ** What this gentleman has told us is almost alarming. I don** 
believe it ; but if it be true, the situation in which Mademoiselle d« 
Maugars will find herself is frightful. What a lot, to have married a thie 

without knowing it, when she might have ** Fredoc hesitated, and thei 

added : ** Was there not some talk of your marrying her yourself, las' 
year, my dear Ouy ? Excuse my freedom ! I question you as if 1 had t 
right to do so, and it is a great liberty; but you know how much 1 liki 
you, and 1 hope that you won’t take exception to what 1 say >-it is entirely 
due to the interest I feel in you. ” 

“ Oh, I am not angry,” replied Bautru, with a forced laugh. “ Yoi 
are my friend, though older than 1, and 1 have no secrets to hide froir 
you. 1 admit that 1 had some thoughts of asking for Mademoiselle d< 
Maugars’ hand. But the idea passed away, for 1 thought that her fathei 
would not approve of me as a suitor, and as'I did not wish to expose my 
self to being rejected, 1 made no ofier.” 

“I can understand that, but 1 cannot understand how Monsieur d( 
Maugars accepted, as his son-in-law, a man whom he knew very littU 
about.” 

, “You speak now os if you really believed the story which M6tel told us. * 

“Not exactly ; but ‘there’s no smoke without a lire,’ says the proverb. 
,and something strange must have occurred to-diw at Monsieur de Maugars 
house. A suicide or an accident, perhaps. Bo you know that . if hh 
daughter were a widow she would have no end of ‘suitors.” 

I wish that she may, for I shan’t be among them, even if she had a 
hundred times as many good qualities as she has, and I admit that she ha.^ 
several. I shouldn’t care to follow after Monsieur d’Estelan.” 

“ It would, indeed, be an unpleasant thought. If tliat gentleman 
jumped out of the window on his wedding-day, everybody will believe 
that he did so to avoid disgrace, for ^e story which was sent to the papers 
will get about. Those who believed, or invented it, won’t keep it to them- 
selves. The respect in which Monsieur de Maugars is held will be greatly 
diminished, and you would be wrong to enter such an unlucky family. 
But, thank heaven, all our suppoaitlpns are without foundation, and thf^ 
subject is not a pleasant one. You came here to amuse yourself, and I 
am going to leave you free to do so. It is past eleven, and I am expected 
at Ae club. There are only three of us who play two-franc whist with a 
dummy, and when one is away the others are vexed. Shall I see you 
again to-night V ” ' ^ 

“Perhaps; Busserolles is getting together a party for supper, and 
wants to take me with him. But I ^ve not made up my mind to go. I 
should like to nlay a heavy game. I feel dull, and I shall be glad to rouse 
myself a little/* 
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** Tsko we, my dear friend 1 Sneh ronsing ma^^ carry You tec far. In 
your place, I ehotild prefer the sapper. Yon oanim get wme fdr noting 
at the Cafd Anglais, hut baccarat is stiU dearer. ** . 

<t When a man’s unlucky ; but I imagine that I shan’t be. There now I 
We have run up against Prunevaux and his lawyers. Let ns try to avoid 
them. ” 

. “ Prunevaux ! ” exclaimed Frddoc. “ True enough, it’s he I I didn’t 

expect to meet him here, and he is a fool to have come.” 

On leaving Gustave M^tel, the two friends had joined the crowd vtrhich 
was walking around the circular space set aside for dancing; and, ehat^ng 
as they w^ed, they had reached the cafe, where pecmie wbre now 
refreshing themselves. The three white ties were seatea at a tcdlde ht 
front, and were creating quite a sensation among the pmmeitad6rs« 

The fact is,” replied Bantm, *^that he had better hijid' in Ida 
office. But as I am not called upon to remind him of what a notary’s 
behaviour should be, 1 shall leave him to his fate.” 

1 will undertake to lecture him and see him home,” said Fr4doo, at 
once. ** He is the most irreproachable notary in the world, Intt he jamiee: 
himself upon his bachelor ways. He will get into trouble if 1 don’t hsko 
care of him. He is one of my old friends, and has 
affairs for the last ten years, ana I care more for his than X do 

for ny own.” 

** You had better take care of him, then.” 

** I will I I will leave you now, my dear friend, and fly to Prunevanx’s 
rescue. ” 

Fr4doc did as he said, and Bautru went his way.' He was thinking 
how he could best slip past the place where his mend Busaetolles Was 
hiddch. Guy longed to be alone, tor what had been said by the joumaHst 
still troubled him greasy. » 

But at this moment Antonia, the so-called Grasshopper,” SSW him snd 
hastened towards him. She wore a dress of heliotrope satin, out ip the 
Japanese style, and displayed a great many diamondsi She was a tab,*"' 
rather pretty woman, although somewhat too thin ; however, her eyes 
were very large and bright, and her perfect teeth were extremely white. 

“Ah, there you are, my Guy-Guy 1” she exclaimed, stopping Baufsra, 
who tried to avoid her. “You never come to see meVtow? Ajfo you 
going to be married ? No, of course not. You only go to See otht^ pe^le 
married. That is better. ,I saw you this morning at La Trinity. The 
bride is stunningly pretty. They said last season that you were going to 
marry her. If you have let any one else have her, it is because you have 
made up your mind to stay single. You will come to supper, won’t 
you?” 

“ Perhaps. It will depend upon-; — ” 

“ Upon yourself ; well, if you desert us I shall cut you when I next 
see you. Tnat will vex you to death. But you must come. We shall have 
a gay time, and I shall bring ZSHe with me. By^the-bye, let tne int^ 
duce you.” 

Zaiie, who was a sly -looking blonjn, honoured Bautru with a bow and 
an appreciative glance. She loo^a at him just as she would have looked 
at a bit of furniture in an auction room. Ibis young person was Antonia’s 
companion, and ful611ed that office with exemplary wisdom and reserve. 
Her dress was simple, her jewellery sparse, and hinr manner vmry digid- 
fled. 
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** Yes, my dear,” restimed the tireless ** Grassbapper.’* ** and I art 
always together. Without her I should be wearied to. death, for I should 
be always alone. My mother is at Monaco.’* 

“What! In June?” 

“Qh, she doesn't mind the sun when she wins at car^s* seemi 

that her last martingale is a success.” 

“I hope that she will break the bank; but I must leave you now,’ 
“replied Bautni, executing a skilful turn, in order to get rid of the lady’t 
cliatter. 

To avoid being accosted again, he took a cjronUaus turn in view oi 
leaving the ball, which did not amuse him in the least. He thought ol 
going slowly along the Champs Elys^es, to give himself time to thinly 
over tlie anonymous letter. He could not help wondering what i< 
meant, and, despite all that he had said to Fredoc, the accursed epistle 
lingered in his mind, and his imagination ran riot regarding it. Strange 
presentiments were mingled with his thoughts, and he conjectured that 
he might be mixed up in the matter in spite of himself. He recapitulated 
many recollections of the past, reviewing the already distant days when 
Madeleine de Maugars blushed when she talked with him, when hei 
image was always before his mind, and he said to himself that if Made- 
leine were free, the broken chain might be again united. 

This prospect at first seemed more dangerous than blissful ; but he 
gradually became aware that the fires of love were but smoldering, and Itc 
mared that the fiames might burst forth unexpectedly. He mistrusted hi» 
own heart, and endeavoured to control its impulses. He vainly tried 
to seem indifferent, and to think that the Maugars’ misfortimes did not 
affect him, that the true science of life implied a great deal of philosophy 
and a little egotism ; nothing succeeded. He could not dismiss the ideas 
wliich annoyed him, nor even get rid of them for a single moment. And, 
as he was obliged to wait until the morrow to know more, he wished to 
make the hours fly swiftly until the daylight. The supper tempted him 
"but little. He was well acquainted with tne people who were invited, and 
%,new what they amounted to, and felt no interest whatever cither in the 
wdinen or in their escorts. There arc books which one feels no desire to 
; others which, once read, one never M’ishes to open again. 

The most insignificant game at baccarat offered mot'e attractions to Guy 
than the supper. Cards were what tempted him most, and, in the frame 
of mind in which he now found himself, he was ready for desperate 
remedies. He resolved to go at once to his club, and I'emain there till, 
moining ; and, with this laudable intention, he went towards the garden 
entrance along several winding paths. Suddenly, however, he espied two 
Avomen who were going the same way as himself, closely followed by three 
young men. 

This was not a new thing for Mabille, and Bautru would not have 
n^iced it, had it not taken an unexpected turn. The scene was a dark 
awibue, which the women had probably entered in order to get rid of the 
gallants who were following them, for they hastened on without a word. 
Ptesently, indeed, they began to run, but their tormentors soon evertook 
and surrounded them. Then Bautru, who was hear at hand, saw one of 
the women suddenly breaWaway, and run toward him. 

The situation was easily understood. The lady relied upon his assist- 
ance, but in* such a place he soaroely eared to play the part of a pm- 
teotc^. • His first impulse was to stand aside and let the fugitive pass, for ' 
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Bhe might, perha|>s, wieh to be put'sued; but he had oalj to look i^t W ter 
see that this was not the case. 

The women who are in the habit of going to hlabille do Hot look like 
ladies of good society who have ventured there on the sly, end Guy 
was not likely to make a mistake in such a case. Merety by the thick 
black veil which hid the frightened woman's face he could guess that she 
.had come there, through curiosity, to see, not to be seen, and that her 
’fright was not feigned. 

He Baw% at once, what was going on. The tlnree gallants looked like 
tipsy clerks, and the person whom they now surrounded must be the lady% 
maid. It better to interfere, and he did so, not over eagfcdy, hut 
because he did not care to leave a woman of good standing in the of 

some ill-bred sjgjSkJnP^* 

“ Take my arm, madaine,” said he. 

The help W'hich he offered was accepted without ceremony, as it urikifi 
given. The lady certainly belonged to good society. A middle^la^ 
woman would have demurred, and an adventuress would have been noii||r'* 
in her thanks. 

The lively young men remained to be dealt with. The most detenuk^ 
of them come rumiing up, but Bautru's attitude moderated his ardhur. He 
stopped short, made a mocking gesture, lan across a gTM plot sn4 dis* 
Hpiieared behind the bushes. I'he two others, thinking this a good iray to 
e&capo explaining their conduct to a knight-errant, who did not seem Hkely 
to put up with any nonsense, ran off among the plants near by, breaking 
some of the little lamps which they overturned as they passed along, 

Guy, remaining master of the field, was somewhat embarrassed as to 
wlmt he should do. He felt the woman s well-gloved hand tremble upon 
'his ann, and he waited for her to apeak. * 

“ 1 beg of you, sir,” she said, in a voice of entreaty, ** to take me to tke 
gate. My maid will go for a cab.** 

1 am entirely at your disposal, madame,** replied Bautni. 

They met no one going out, and they reached the neutral ground ol the 
Avenue Montaigne without being molested or interfered with. . # 

The unknown lady whom he was escorting then dragged him tow4lcls 
the cross-roads in the Champs Elys^es, while the maid darted off to engage 
one of the empty cabs which were always near the entrance when the hall 
u as coming to an end. 

Some twenty paces from the gateway, at an intermediate distance 
between two gas lamps, the woman, who so far had barely spoken, 
gently disengaged her arm, and said in a soft voice : ** I shall never forget 
the service which you have done me, and I feel veiy happy at having hson 
rescued by Monsieur Guy de Bautru.** 

“You know my name, then ? ** exclaimed Bautru. 

“Yes, sir, I have long kiioum you by name and reputation,** said tho 
stranger, who was gradually recovering her composure. “ Bo you think 
I should have confided myself to the first person who came along ? ** 

“ Any well-bred man would have done as I did, and you ao not owe 
me any thanks, inadam^ but you would do me a great favour telling 
me your name ; and, since we are acq|uainted-; 2 ^** 

“ I didn*t say that we were ; you do not know me, and I beg of yon not 
to ask me to make myself known, here, at all events. do not wish you 
to think ill of me. Perhaps, we may have a ohanee of meeting again, and 
I M^ill then explain why t venturea to oome to this hall, arhere, w;ithont 


sa 


OIHB BAY OY KBCKBiSma. 


you-^bnt my maid, who baa fotmd a oaK Allow me to leave yon. 
if I were found here I should be ruined.” 

The vehicle was now at hand, and the servant got out and held the 
door open. 

Without objecting to the sudden parting upon which the strange lady 
insisted, and without taking the trouble to pay her any compliments, Guy 
^ped her into the vehicle and simply bowed. She thanked him in one 
woyd, and in a tone which showed she was grateful to Mm for being so 
ri^rved, and then sat back in the cab. Guy heard the maid tell the 
coachman to drive up the Champa Elys6es, and he saw the cab roll ofi 
towards the Arc de IMomphe, without feeling any regret at the woman’s 
departure. 

** I begin to think that she really belongs to good society, and wants to 
go home alone,” he said to himself. “ If she had been some adventuress 
playing the great lady she would have contrived to let me catch sight 
of her face, and the maid would have given her exact address, so that 1 
might have heard it. But I did not see even the tip of her nose. Is she 
pretty or ugly ? I know that she has a beautiful ^uro and a graceful 
gait. But I can’t guess who she is, to save my life. Site knows me, that’s 
clear, as she called me by name, but that only shows that she has met me 
at some one’s house, or in public. Now, why did she go to Mabille ? To 
watch some lover, or her husband, without being seen, of course ! If she 
had come to keep an appointment she wouldnx have brought the maid 
with her, and she wouldn^t have gone into the dark avenue where those 
rasc^ annoyed her. They frightened her terribly. She trembled like a 
leaf.' It was easy to see that she wasn’t accustomed to being annoyed in 
that way.” 

As he thus soliljoquised Guy reached the cross-roads. 

But what doTcare about this woman ? ” he muttered. ** I shall 
never see her again, and I don’t wish to see her, but 1 do wish to know 
yfiisA has happened to Madeleine’s husband, if anythiim has really happened. 
.1 would give ten napoleons to know the truth, out icannot leom it„until 
U. -morrow. Until then 1 must wait, and the best thing that I can do is to 
attack the expected Brasilian at the club. If I could win twenty thousand 
francs to-night I should have my summer’s pocket money before me, and 
if there is anything new at Maugars’ 1 shall need to have my mind at ease. 
A quarter to twelve 1 Just the right time to get to the club if I don’t 
want to miss the beginning of the game.” 

With these wor<£ Bautru sprung into a passing victoria, and gave an 
address to Jehu, who drove off. He felt as eager as some young 
sub-lieutenUnt just out of the military school of Saint Cyr. He ardently 
de^ed to i-ush into action, although this was by no means his first 
oam^ign. On the contrary, he often won large sums, although he rarely 
kept them. He did not know how to limit himself either in winning or 
losing, BO that he almost always ended by emptying his pockets after filling 
them. Hence it was that the fortune which he had inherited from his 
father had melted away like wax before the fire. A yoimg nobleman who, 
on reaching his majority Comes into an income of twenty thousand francs 
a year, aha no more, does keep up long when he leads such a life as is 
led in Baris, and Guy de Bautru had been of, age for four years now. 

However, he still followed his course, and even kept up appearances 
very wsH, and if he was in want of money, his acquaintances did not know 
H. BhsshroUes alone knew something about his real situation. For the ffwal 
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crash was coming, and Bautm, who saw it approach witibont much alatm, 
had sworn to struggle On till the end should come, and make no sign. Ho 
even hoped to retrieve the situation, and did not wish to lose such a ohance 
bA that of worsting the Brazilian at the club. 

He arrived there just as the foreign ^andee was seating himself at the 
table, where baccarat was being played in a retired room. The plsyera 
were numeroi|B, and the game promised to be a warm one, lor the noble 
foreigner had just announced that he would hold the bank, and had placed 
fifty thousand francs before him. 

This was all that was needed to bring the most invetmte of the 
gamblers present together. They had not had so fine a chance lor a long 
time. There had been some heavy losses towards the end of l^e w^ter,* 
The losers had since then kept at a distance, and the game hsd languished, 
so that the arrival of a capitalist fresh from South America created a 
sensation. It was expected that he would make things look Uvely again, 
and it was hoped that his money would be spread about like heavenly 
manna among those who had been worsted during the winter season. « • 

I'his millionaire, who was said to have grown rich in worki^ a difl^tiond* 
field, did not look at all like a savage bred in the forest wilds. He was 
somewhat too dark, to be sure, his hair was rather too thick, and his jewels 
too conspicuous, but he did not talk loudly, nor gesticulate, and he spoke 
French almost without a foreign accent. He had half a dozen surnames, so 
difficult to pronounce that tlio players could not remember one of them, 
but called him familiarly, Don Manoel.” 

Bautru noweaw him for the first time ; but he was soon made acquainted 
with him by those who usually played, and so wealthy an adversary seemed 
to him worthy of being vigorously attacked. Guy had nine notes of a 
thousand franca each, and twenty napoleons in his pocket ; his entire 
fortune in hard cash, which he usually carried about aim, as he did not 
care to be taken with a sudden fancy without having the means of gratify^ 
ing it, at hand. This amount was amply sufficient to begin the attack, and 
Guy, whose credit, had not yet suftered at the club, was at liberty to draw • 
upon the manager’s caah*box, which lends counters accepted at the gaming- 
table as cash. 

The seats were drawn for by lots, and Guy obtained the one he pre- 
ferred, the first on the left of the banker. This piece of luck seemed to 
liiin to promise well, and he began by staking fifty napoleons, which 
attracted Don Manoel’s attention, for the other stakes were comparatively 
small. 

The Brazilian dexterously distributed the cards, like an old veteran at 
baccarat, and three quarters of an hour after the game had begun, Bautru 
was master of the field of battle. The right wing of players was routed, 
but the left, which he commanded, had compleWy subdued the enemy, 
Don Manoel had nothing more before him, and Bautru had won forty 
thousand francs. The minor players, who had staked with him, had 
shared the rest among them. 

The deal was about to end, and everybody was wondemg whether the 
banker would tln*ow up the game. Their uncertainty did not last long, 
however. Don Manoel produced a thick portfolio, ana drew from it a rwl 
of bank-notes, which he laid upon the table. did this very quietly. 

There was a murmur of applause, and those who hafirsufiered began to 
breathe once more. There is always hope as long as one can hold thqcards. 
On the other hand, no one is sure of his winnings until he is safe ataome. 
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0iy, who had learnod all this from long experience, was greatly 
tempted to leave the club, so as to place hia gains beyond the reach of ill 
luck. Fortune had granted hia wishes, inconsistent divinity thoi^h 
was, land one to whom he had offered up so many sacrifioes. He htfcl 
double the sum that he had wished for to spend his summer free frcajQ 
anxiety. This was the time or never for gomg to his room to read ovei 
the anonymous letter which he had in his pocket, and to meditate upon 
the consequences which might follow the catastrophe it announced. 

Gentlemen,*’ exclaimed the Brazilian, with the coobiess of an English- 
man, I am quite willing to go on.** 

So are we ! ” exclaimed all the losers at once. 

“ However,’* said Mandel, addressing Guy, “ if this gentleman wishes to 
withdraw from the game I will ask leave to stop, for 1 should have little 
chance of recovering my losses. I beg him, however, not to feel obliged 
to give me my revenge now. My losses to-night are unimportant, and we 
can begin again to-morrow. ” 

Guy did not reply at once. He was reflecting. 

^‘Bautru, you mustn’t leave us,” said a voice on the right. 

“ No, indeed. Who ever leaves a game when doubling the stakes 
proves successful ?” 

“ Bautm, you would ruin your reputation as a good player.” 

** One more round to keep up the nonour of Anjou,” 

The men of Anjou stake, but they never surrender.” 

Calm yourselves, gentlemen,” said Guy. “ I will remain.” 

** Bravo ! Long live Bautru ! Bautru for ever ! ” 

“I think, sir,” said Don Manoel, “that you do well to go on, for I 
feel that this is one of my unlucky days, and 1 shan’t regret losing my 
tppity to you. I like the men who stake boldly.” 

* ^ Guy took this compliment for what it was worth, and the applause of 
those around did not move him. If he had resolved to work his lucky 
veii^to its end, it was because he hoped to repair the disasters of years in 
l^jdhgle night. The Brazilian was a man capable of leiiving half a million 
upon tlm card'table, and Guy thought what all gapiblers thiuk, wheh they 
hope to a fortune from chance: “Why not?” And he said to 
himself r I could win five hundred thousand francs, with wliat 
remainsisf hiy own, I should be richer than ever, and could begin my life 
over again. I will play no more after that ; and if Madeleine hecomes a 
widow, her father will think me a good match for her. ” 

The dealing began, andBautru, determined upon risking everything, began 
by a stake of five thousand franes, which be lost. The sums which fol- 
lowed fared no better. Luck had changed. The right side was winning 
now, and the most trying disappointments followed on the left. When 
Bautru announced eight points the banker announced nine, and this went 
on in like manner, Guy still struggling very pluckily, but in vain. 

He was at last obliged to apply to the club ca^-box for ten thousand 
francs’ worth of counters, as all his money was gone. He duly gave his 
I O U in exchange. He did not blench, but, rising without a word, ho 
then went away quietly, Don Manoel saying, with his eternal smile, as ho 
got tm ; “ You have Ijeen^^mlucky, sir, but I beg you to believe that you 
will nnd me at^our or-ddre lio-moiTow. ” 

“ Thanks,” replied Guy, although he had just been fleeced. He ap- 
peared veiy calm, but he would have liked to strangle the Brazilian, who 
nad .^politely ruined luxn. 
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“ What 1 ai'e you going, Bautni ? ” called out one of the player!*^ the 
right hand side, who had been winning : “ shall 1 lend yon twenty-five 
napoleons?” 

“ Thank you, my friend, I have twenty in my pocket, and I prefer to 
keep them there,” 

“ You can’t make us believe that you are going to bed at this hour.” 

. “ No ; I am going to meet Busserolles at the Cafe Anglais.” 

The cards were distributed, and the player who had generously o£S^red 
the twenty-five napoleons became absorbed in his game. Bautru was 
allowed to go away unnoticed. 

He was in despair, and had no more idea of supping than of sleeping. 
He went down to the boulevard and began walking about withoat seeing 
who passed him, or where he was going. 

“ Twenty na^leons in my pocket and nothing in my desk at home!” 
he til ought, with bitter regret. “ My summer will be a gay one. I Vo 
had a pretty night of it 1 1 must sell some more land, and that wUl be the 
last of all. And one can’t sell land like old clothes, oy calU^ to the first * 
purchaser that turns up. 1 shan’t be able to sell in a coupl$^.di^^^d 
if I don’t take back my note for ten thousand francs in fori^^<ii||^,i^ ^ y s 
I shall be posted at the club. Who will lend me the mmieyf Busssijii^lles 
lias some coin, but he never lends any, even to his friends. There’s Brune- 
viuix, but, kiwyer-like, he would question Maugars as to the value of a 
mortgage on my land. Besides, all this would take up too much time. 
Slijill I write to my uncle ? No, that would be of no use. He is no miser, 
but he has ideas of his own as to nephews who rush to ruin. Ho would 
jsot even reply. I can’t think of any one but Fr^doc, who would help me 
at a pinch. Yes, Fr^doc is the only man who would oblige ma, off-hend, 
find lend me a thousand louis without any security bub my note. He is 
very obliging and very friendly. He is acquainted with my situation, 
and knows that I am sufiiciently well oiF to pay him back. But has he any 
money on hand? Twenty thousand francs is quite a sum, and FiAdoc, 
wlio a very steady old bachelor, must have invested his money so as fo’* 
draw a regular income from it, and perhaps he wouldn’t care to touch any 
of it for me. ” 

This last reflection made Bautru still more low-spirited, and he again 
brgaii to give way to the most mournful ideas, lie cursed the Brarilian, 
the game of baccarat, the club, and his own folly. 

“When I think,” he muttered, “that I had only to avoids playings 
that 1 had some excellent tips for the whole racing season, and enough to 
go on with for two or three months, it seems as though 1 ^onld go mad. 

1 might have recovered myself at the Grand Prix. No, the devil himself 
must have sent me into that gambling hell ! Frcdoc was right. The Caf^ 
Anglais would have been far better. Well, J will tell him what has 
happened. He is a good soul, and gave me some proper advice to-night; 
to-morrow morning he will, perhaps, be willing to give me a lift.” 

With this idea, Guy began to ask himself what he had better do until 
tlie time arrived when he could with propriety call upon the_ gentleman 
fi’oA whom he intended to borrow the 
club he had said that he was going to 
at the Cafe Anglais, but this was the 1 
reconciled to his losses. He had, in re 
and still less to sleep. 

The prospect of tossing about in bod 


money he wantea. Uii leaving the 
join th£^Jgay party with Busserolles 
boast of a "tos^wno wishes to seem 
"’ty, no desire lo tak^ any supper, 
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lost heavily, and does not know how to pay up, frightened him more than 
the prospect of the idle talk and disagreeable noise of the little party made" 
up at Mabille. He hesitated. Suddenly, it occurred to him that he ou^it 
to be very hungry, as nothing makes a man feel so empty as losing &t cards. 
He concluded that he had better eat so as to pick up some strength for 
the next day, and that drinking might make him forget his sorrows for 
the time. Besides, on leaving the club, he had strolled mechanically., 
towards the Cafd Anglais, and his meditations upon the game and 
the loan he needed had led him, without his knowledge, to the comer of 
the Rue de Marivaux. 

He looked up, and on the first floor of the fashionable restaurant 
he saw a brilliantly- lighted private room, which he well knew. He 
had squandered many napoleons, and lost many an illusion there. The 
windows were open, and various sounds broke upon his ears, notably a 
soprano voice, so shrill and piercing that it reminded one of an engine 
whistle. 

** Antonia has come,” muttered Bautni. “ I know that falsetto. I am 
tired of seeing that canary bird, who was so much admired in Holland. 
Suppose I go to bed 1 No, I shouldn’t close my eyes, and I should be too 
stupid for anything to-morrow morning, just at the time when I wish to 
see my old friend, Pr^doc. One or two bottles of good wine will set me 
right again. I will go home after that, and take a cold shower-bath, and at 
nine I will start, fresh and fair, to find my providential acquaintance. I 
shall have time to recover from the effects of it all when I have my money 
in hand. So I have made up my mind, and in I go t I shall only have to 
stop up my ears if the Grasshopper insists upon vocalising any more ” 

He now went up unhesitatingly, for he had quite forgotten the anony- 
mous letter which had troubled him so much before his own misfortune. 
Gamblers are always egotists, and since Guy had been stumped, he had 
not given a thought to the rumours affecting M. de Maugars’ honour. 

He now directed his steps towards private room No. 16, and found 
'Busserolles, Girao, and Raiigouze at table there, with Kosine sitting at 
the head, Antonia singing, and the inevitable Zc^lie strumming on the 
battered piano. Supper had proceeded in his absence, and some Bordeaux 
crawfish, highly seasoned, had loosened every tongue, accompanied, an 
they were, by various winesi- The iced Brut Impc^rial was waiting, 
and Bautru had just come in time to drown his sorrows in its golden flow. 

** Well, so here you are, at last ! ” cried Busserolles. “ That’s lucky ! 

I thought that M<?tel had taken you with him to his office to help him 
correct nis proofs. What the deuce is the meaning of all his mysteries ? ” 

** There’s no moaning at all,” replied Guy, who suddenly remembered 
everything concerning this forgotten subject. 

“I’ll venture to say that he had something to say against me,” 
remarked Antonia, between two false notes. “ He has a spite against 
me ; I can’t imagine why. I am sure that he will attack me when 1 come 
out.” 

“You are going to appear in public, then, Grasshopper?” said Girac, 
who was always very familiar with everybody whsn he had been takifig a 
little wine. 

“ Yes, my dear^* , - 

“ At Montmartre,’ BatignoUe^, Grenelle, or some such low place ? ” 

, sir, at a reliable theatre , which has been hired for me, and with 
^thr^ >7?undred thousand francs subscribed, to begin with.” 
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** What a story 1 ” 

Story ! Tho contract is signed, my little man, and if 1 wished to 
convince yon, I might tell the name oi person who has advanced the 
money,” 

“ What stuff I ** 

** You defy me to do it, then ? Well, then, his name is ” 

“ Antonia | ” exclaimed Hosine, “ are you going crazy ? ” 

This interruption was accompanied by a look which closed the im* 
prudent Grasshopper’s indiscreet lips. 

“Instead of talking about nothing,” resumed Hosine, “we might as 
well give your friend Bautru a seat. He didn’t come here to listen to 
anybody’s stupid talk. ” 

“True,” said Antonia, “you keep the poor fellow froni eating. Sit 
down, my Guy-0 uy, and try to catch up with us. There is some turkey, 
chicken salad, and Russian salad left. 1 will help yoU, and Z6lie will ^ 
your glass. You are polite, and don’t make fun of women,” 

Bautru first drank a full gla.8s of Mo6t*s sparkling Binit Imperial— 
king of champagne wines — ^and then having satisfied his thirst, he attackdl* 
the Doned turkey. 

“Take care, my dear,” said Hosine. “Slenderness is very becoming 
vo you, and Bci'the Champigny, whom you admire, insisted this evening 
that you were growing fat.” 

“I have just lost a thousand louis, and ought to look thin,” replied 
Guy, taking larger nioutlifuls than before. 

“ Good 1 but how did you lose them ? ” exclaimed Busserolles. 

“To a na'tive of the Brazilian soil who always has a five for a 
four.” 

“You have been at the club, I see! You had much better have 
stayed with us. The deuce ! Nineteen thousand francs is a sum.” 

“Yes, it makes nearly a thousand francs a year Income,” said Bautru, 
in a tone of irony. 

“ But if that sort of straight- jacket suits you, nobody else cares.” • . 

“ it doesn’t suit me^ on the contrary I ” 

“ Tell me,” said the Grasshopper, “do you want a thousand louis, or 
fifteen hundred? I can raise that amount for you.” 

“ Thank you, my dear friend I I only borrow of men.” 

“ The deuce take your squeamislmoss. What difference will it make to 
me ?” 

“It would make a great deal to me,” replied Bautru, laughingly. 
“ Don't let us talk about it any more. You are a very obUging girl, 
however.” 

“ Much too obliging,” grumbled Hosine. 

“ Bautru will wr. to his uncle,” said Busserolles. “ That would be 
much more proper.” 

“True! he has an uncle,” said Girac. “ I wish that I had an uncle 
left, but I have already ruined my last one,” 

“ I shan’t ruin mine. He wouldn’t let me,” 

Then you don’t rely upon him to fill up the gap made by the Brazilian ? ” 
said Hangouze, quietly.' He was the only one of the men present who had 
not taken too much wine. f **”* ‘%y. 

‘ Not in the least 1 Antonia, pray gitc me a littiit salad. ” 

The dessert was brought in at this mcLnent, and the appoarau<iy^ of the 
Btrawbenies cut the conversation short. \ 
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The Gim^hopper profited by this interruption to go to the piano with 
her faithful Zeiio, and Rosine followed. 

Bautru continued to despatch his Russian salad and drink his champa^e^ 
Busserolles and Girac did not open their lips. Their eomrade^s loss nafi 
caused^ a feeling of restraint. They were, p^haps, thinking that tho 
fieeced gentleman might ask them to lend him some money. As for 
Hangouze, he had lit a cigarette and sat by the window, smoking. 

Guy, scarcely surprised by the effect of his communication, was thinking 
o| his visit to Fr^doc and of the letter which Busserolles had reminded him 
about in sneaking of M^tel. Having satisfied liis hunger and tliirst, he 
rose from the table, and sauntered towards Eangouze so as to take the air 
at the windoiy. 

“ You will perh^ think me very indiscreet,” suddenly said the native 
of Provence, “but I will tell you something. If you need any money — 
Oh! 1 am not going to offer to lend you any”— this was in answer to a 
gesture of Bautru’s which seemed to imply that he did not care to be 
under obligation to him— “ I should have great pleasure in obliging you, 
but all my funds are invested in a certain operation. But I know a money- 
lender who will serve your turn.” 

“At once?” 

“ To morrow, or rather this morning, if you like.” 

“ Upon my note ? I have no other security to offer him. ” 

“ He will take that, I’ll answer for it.” 

“ And give me twenty thousand francs for a note at three moxitlui ?” 

“ Thirty, if you want them.” 

“ Then the best thing I can do is to make a note of the address of thi.s 
wonder among money-lenders. ” 

“ His name is Guen^guud, and he lives at No. 115 Rue dos Vinaigriers, 
You will find him there Between twelve and two.” 

“ You know him, I see.” 

“ Very well; I may tell you that he has obliged me several times — this 
IS' between ourselves, of course, for if it were known that I had applied to 
him my credit would suffer, and as I am doing some business 

“ He is a usurer, isn’t he ? ” interrupted Guy. 

** Yes, as he lends at higher than legal rates, but I believe him honest.” 

“And you say that he won’t insist upon making inquiries about mo, 
before ” 

“It is enough for you to mention my name. I can write him a note 
when I go home, telling him that you will call upon him. I am sure, how- 
ever, that he knows all about you. It is his business to play the banker 
for young men of good families who are unlucky -at cards, and he has vtry 
exact inforrnatiorx about all the members of the important clubs.” 

‘ “ Then he is n very desirable man to know, and I shall go to him to- 
monw, without fail. May I rely upon your writing to him ? ” 

“I shall cert'jnly do so.” 

“ Thank you, Rangouze. If I succeed with him you will have got me 
out of a bad scrape. In three months I shall have the money for a farm I 
intend to sell, but just now I am without a penny^ But I must ask you 
to say nothing about tliis nj^ttcr, for I don’t want our good little comrades 
here to know what a am m.'j’ 

“ Don’t difoourO’'ythirself, my dhar fellow, I shall be as silent as an owl.” 

“Wk:x.t are -yon plotting ov^r there?” said Rosine, stealing up to 
We are waiting for yqu to eat our strawberries. ” 
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“ Bah ! Antonia is singing. ” 

** Antonia is a giddy creature who will come to want. I ^Id yon so 
l>efore. Let her gargle her throat with roulades, and come nud sit down. 
Busserolles has been yawning till he has almost dislocated his jaws, Oirac 
is insensible to what is going on aroimd him, and I have a dull time of it 
when you are not there.” 

I#et us amuse ourselves. I shall be delighted if it is possible,” gaily 
* replied Bautru, whose good humour had returned to him since he saw a 
way to get out of his troubles without climbing up the staircase of a friend 
to borrow his money. 

It was time for the party to rouse itsedf, for things were dull enoi^h^ 
There was too much music. Z6lie w'^as playing a strain that won!# 
maddened a stoic, and Antonia’s trills were altogether beyond des<$i*%tiien. 
Besides, the piano was out of tune. 

Bautru was about to rise and close the dreadful instrument of 
when a waiter entered the room and approached him, saying that a 
man wished to speak to him. ^ J - 

“ Who is it ? ”’asked Guy. “ I am not expecting anybody.” 

“You are not expecting me, of course !” exclaimed a do®p bai^ *^100 
which came from the hall through the half-open door. 

“My uncle ! ” exclaimed Bautru, in admonishment. 

“ Yes, your undo hiiiiself, ” replied tlie voice. “ Am I disturbing yon ?” 

The door of the room w'as now* thrown wdde open, and the startle<l 
party saw a strange-looking personage come in. He was a man at least 
six feet tall, as tough -looking as a centenarian oak; florid, and bearded like 
a water-god. All that was wanting was a club to make him look exactly 
hke one of the heraldic giants whidi figure as “supports ” upon armorial 
bearings. He must have been a very handsome fellow in his youth, 
aiid, although his whiskers >vero silvered, he did not seem an old man, 
even J 10 W. 

Zi^.lie, w'lio, being very thin, fancied stout people, gazed admiringly at 
him, as also did Antonia. But she did not admiro his attire. He wore^a 
jacket of unfashionable cut, a hat like a bell, which was set Opon his head 
in helmet fashion, a spotted necktie, nankeen trousers, and white gaiters. 
But, in spite of this superannuated garb, he looked like a gentleman, and 
it was impossible to take him for a commercial traveller or a sub-prefect. 

“ How are you, Guy — how are you ? ” said he, shaking bands with iu» 
nephew. “ Glad to see you, my boy. Didn’t t xpect me, oh ? ” 

“ Not in the least,” stammed Bautru ; “ especially in this place.” 

“My dear lad, I got here at forty minutes past midnight, at the Mont- 
parnasse station. I tlrovp to the Grand H6tel to take an indispensable 
bath, and that made it two when I reached the boulevard. The old place 
is altered a great deal. More kiosks for selling the newspspors than 
proincnadcrs. 1 did not w’alk about for long. 1 wanted to And gou as 
soon as possible, but I thought that you wouldn’t be in your rooms at tlio 
Kiie Auber. You must go to bed just as I get up at La KretSohe. So I 
Hx*i)t to your club, and a servant obligingly informed me that you were at 
the- Caf6 Anglais. That suited me exactly, as I feel half starved. But I 
w'as afraid that you might not be supping alone, and I could hardly mako 
up my mind to rush into the room like a^uHf I.‘*o a china shop. Still, 1 
resolved to appear at last. Have I disturbed you ? I 

“ No, indeed. 1 and ray friends arc cfcliglitcd to see yoiu^^ 4 w 

“Introduce me, then,” \ 
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**My uncle. Monsieur Sousoarritoe,*' began Bautru, addreselng the 
aMsembied party. 

Add, formerly an o^er of cavalry. Th<m everybody will know wh%t 
kind of man I am.” 

** Oh, these nentlemen know all about you ! TheyVe often heard me 
talk about you." 

**Good I But how about the ladies? Bo you suppose that I don’t 
wish to show them that I didn’t win my cross at a ball 

** But on the field of battle,” interposed the Grasshoppfer. “We all 
guessed that, general. ” 

“Say colonel. I was a colonel in the Territorial. I got my ear slit 
last year— but no matter, it’s only a trifling wound.” 

“ Uncle,” said Bautru. “ this is my friend, Henri Busserolles, Monsieur 
Alfred Girac, Monsieur Jules de Kanuouze.” 

The various gentlemen bowed, and were honoured by a firm grip from 
the “heavy” uncle. Busserolles examined this relic of a byegone time with 
polite attention. Girao looked at him as though he would have liked to 
measure his height, and Bangouze, who watched him askance, wondered 
how much he was worth. 

“ Mademoiselle Antonia, a comic vocalist.” 

“ Comic ! Bon’t believe it, colonel ! I am a serious woman.” 

“ At your age, mademoiselle ? That’s a mistake,” replied Souscarri^ro, 
laughing. 

Guy resumed : “ Mademoiselle Z6lie, a distinguished pianist, Madaino 
Rosine de Villemomble, householder.” 

“You might have said actress,” replied tliat lady. 

A womwi%iay be both, my dear friend : 

* If a womaa begins on the stage, she ends with a bouse of her own I * ** 
hummed Guy to a well-known air. 

“ Nw,” began the unde, seating himself without further ceremony, “I 
will ask 'these ladies to allow me to take some supper I Where are you ? 
AI dessert ? Well, I will drink a bottle of champagne to catch up with you. ” 

“ Yes, Mont’s Brut Imperial,” said Bautru, fiUing his unolo\ glass. 

“ Ah 1 so riiat’s the fashionable wine, now. Well, pass me the chicken 
salad, my lad 1 Your champagne isn’t bad by any means.” 

jSouscarri^re had already swallowed half the contents of the champagtie 
bottle put before him, and was devouring the salad, which was the largest 
dish upon ihe table, and one that Bautru had scarcely touched. This style 
of doing things won him the respect of the whole party. Giroc, who had 
a weak stomach which two glasses of wine upset, envied the bacchanalian 
capacities of the provincial Gargontua ; and Antonia, who liked great 
eaters and drinkers, thought that Guy’s uncle was not so bad, after all. 

“GW,” said he, as he looked up again. “This Brut Imperial is 
splendid. There are still some decent suppers to be had in Paris.^’ 

“Twenty times better than in your time, colonel,” said Busserolles, 
*‘bttfc not at the same places.” 

“No doubt Monsieur de Souscorridre only remembers the Caf^ de Pai;is, 
which was shut up twenty- two years ago,” sneered •Girao. 

“ Yes, young man,” the colonel ; “you never saw the Caf^ de 

Paris, the Italiens. You were not even weaned 

when I wof., iSy famous bet— a bit that you would have lost I’ll wager. 
I’U tell^ou all about it one of tl^ese days. Meantime, oblige mo by 
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ing me Monsieur Souscani&re without the de. My great-great<'grea>i*great- 
grandfather was a pastxy-cook under Louis XIH*, and his descendants are 
simple citizens.'* 

“ What do you say to that, Bautru? ” exclaimed the Grasshopper, with 
a loud laugh. 

“ My nephew is as noble as a king, little one. There were two Bautru’s 
in the First Crusade. His father let himself down when he married my 
sister.’’ 

* ‘ Take care, sir, *' said llosine, spitefully. “You may prevent Guy from 
making a fine match." 

“ Provided he does not marry some rich adventuress, I don't core, my 
dear madame." 

“ That was a good hit,” muttered Girac. 

Kosine half -choked with rage, and Z^e laughed behind her fan, while 
Antonia with difficulty contrived to keep from laughing also. Bautru Was 
not very well pleased. He never boasted of his nobility, bnt he thought 
that his uncle might have abstained from bpGMsting of his low origin. • 

The terrible uncle was still wagging his jaws and drinking copiottj^y, 
while the ladies ate their strawberries. He had now finished his second 
bottle of Brut Imperial. The chicken salad had vanished, and the bowl pf 
Kussian salad had nothing left in it. 

♦ Bautru, who wished to go, rang for some coffee and Maraschino. 

“ Ah ! ” said the colonel, with a sigh of satisfaction, “I feel better now. 
That railroad trip had almost starved me. I am hungry yet, but I want 
to keep some “appetite for breakfast. " 

“This is wonderful!” muttered Girac, who was struggling with 
indigestion at the moment. 

“Guy, have you a good cigar to give me?” asked M. Souscarridre. 
“ Down there in my pigeon-hole 1 don't smoke anything but a pipe ; but I 
haven’t come hero to poison myself with bad tobacco. Wliat ^o tliese 
cost you ? ’* he added, after taking a cigar from his nephew’s case. 

“JSeventy-five centimes, uncle.’* 

“ They arc the saiii^. that I boiight for seven centimes in Geneva in *66, 
at Bonnet’s, on the Place des Bergues. If the price of oxen had gone up at 
the same rate, you would come in for a nice sum in about twenty years, 
for I expect to live till 1900.” 

“ So you will, colonel I ” said Girac ; “ you will see the twentieth century 
come in ; mind what I tell you ! ” 

“ How old we shall be then ! ” sighed the Grasshopper. 

“Don’t he afraid, my girl,” said Rosine, with a spiteful Smile,” yon 
won’t live long enough to grow old.” 

“ So much the better ! I shan’t grow ugly then or be obliged to lay 
up money to have an income.” 

“Rosine is always kind in her remarks,” muttered Z^lie. 

“May I ask you, sir, if land sells well in your part of the country?” 
asked Rangouze. 

“Ask my nephew,” replied Souscarrifere, in a bartering tone. “He 
h£s been selling his land ever since he came of age. He has sold three 
lots, and he ought to know the prices they se”*! at.” 

“I have two more,” said Bautru, edgerly, Idt thinking of the 

money which he was forced to borrow, and did not wislt ‘i^^^&ngouze 
should imagine that he had nothing left to make up the sUm.*% ^ . 

“Oh, don’t go on talking about yotir farms!” exclaimed- Al^puia. 
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** Business is horrid. I*m going home if that’s what you mean to talk 
about,” 

The coffee was now brought in, and the colonel who found it to his 
taste, nodded his head as a sign of satisfaction. * 

“Did you come to Paris for the Grand Prix?” asked Busserolles, to 
change the subject. 

“Not exactly, I was once more interested in horses than in races, but 
at that time 1 went from one place to another to hunt in Lower Brittany. 
I believe that I should have stayed at home all this summer if I had not 
received a letter from my old friend Maugars. I have not seen him for 
seven years, and he has just married his daughter. He wrote t<» mo that 
if I did not come within twenty-four hours he would never speak to me 
again, and so I made up my mind to come.” 

“ Somewhat late, uncle, interrupted Guy. “ The wedding took place 
this morning at church. I was there, and Madame de Puygarrault made 
a scene with me iu the vestry because you had not appeared. ” 

“Does the marchioness still trouble her head about me ? She used to 
preach to me once, and predict that I should end my days between two 
mangy terriers, and a couple of servants with the asthma, and faith, she’s 
not far wrong ! What are you pouring out there ? Kummcl ? I don’t 
fancy these new-fangled drinks. Give mo a glass of old brandy to drive 
away the ejects of the coffee. Martoll ! Good ! I like that better. 
Now, my dear boy, I will tell you that I hate to be bored. If I had come 
in time for the wedding I should have had to go to the municipal offices 
and the church. White tie and all that ! I wanted to oblige Maugars, 
but 1 M'ished to escape the ceremony, and I managed to do so. To-morrow 
morning I shall go to see our friend the count. I shall kiss his daughter, 
and he will introaucc me to his son-in-law.” 

“ If he is still in Paris,” muttered Guy. 

‘“Where the devil should he be? Ah, yes! the fashionable way of 
doing things ! What do you call tliat in English ? The newly married 
couple start off for Switzerland or the Pyrenees. What a ridiculous idea 1 
I sUoulj^n’t have thought that Maugars would countenance such nonsense. 
If I a daughter 1 shouldn’t pack her off as soon as she was married, ” 

“Tell me, Busserolles,” said Uosine, who for the last quarter of an 
hour had been trying to say something disagreeable to the colonel, because 
he had called her “a rich adventuress,” “did you read the papers this 
evening? ” 

“I? I never read the papers. I hate politics. Wliy do you ask mo 
that?” 

“ Because I found such a strange story in one of them, a story which 
seems to refer to Mademoiselle de Maugars’ wedding.” 

“In Mc'tel’s paper?” asked Guy. 

‘ * No ; in another. You know that Metel’s paper only comes out in the 
morning. ” 

“ What was the story ? ” 

“ It said that the police had arrested a gentleman who had just been 
married, and at the very moment when he was leaving the church ^ a 
gentleman belonging to threat society ; the circumstance occurred in the 
Chauss^e d'Antin^o jJ^'Sasaid,* and if I am not mistaken, your Maugai's 
lives in la Trinite.” 

“ Aij^yjiu imagine 'that the story relates to his son-iu-law I My dear 
I must say that you have lost your head.” 
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What nonsense ! ” exclaimed the Grasshopper. “ I was at the moss 
and I saw nothing of the kind.*’ 

“Well, for my part,” replied Rosine, sharply, “I know some one who 
’ saw something very strange. ” 

“What was it?” asked Bautru, growing more and more disturbed 
every moment. 

The guests pricked up their ears, for this beginning was calculated to 
rouse their cunosity. The colonel was the only person who did not pay 
much attention to what Kosino was saying. He was leaning back in his 
chair apparently absorbc<l in watching the smoke of his cigar as it mse in 
blue spirals towards the ceiling. 

“ This is it,” continued liosine. “ One of my friends went, as Antonia 
did, to see the dresses at La Trinitc. There were but few people there, 
and she had a good chance to stare at the bride. Mademoiselle de Maugars 
is rather pretty, she told me, but my friend looked more at the bridegroom, 
who, she says, is very handsome. She went in towards the end of the 
mass, and then went to her dressmaker’s in the Boulevard Haussinann,”^ ' 
“ Cut your story short,” exclaimed Girac. “ It isn’t sufficiently tferil* 
Hug.” 

“ Wait! Mjr friend remained for about three-quarters of an hour at 
her dressmaker s house, and she was again going up the Chaussce d’Antin, 
when, ju!it as she passed before one of the last houses, slie saw — gue^ 
who?— coining out of a door.” 

“ Antonia’s beau, who had followed her from Holland,” laughed Bussc- 
rolles. 

“ My dear friend, you aiu very stupid,” said the Grasshopper. 

“ The President of the Kepubiic of Honduras? ” 

“ Oceana dressed as a ballet girl ? ” 

“ Nordcnskiold with a sealskin overcoat?” 

“ Better than all that, my excellent friends. Esther— my friend’s name 
is Esther — was very nearly upset by a gentleman whom she recognised 
perfectly well. It was the Count de Maugars’ new son-in-law.” 

^Vcll, what of that? ” asked Busserolles, shrugging his shoiUders. 

“ That clearly proves that he had not been arrested,” said Bautru. 

“ Let me finish. The newly married man was in his wedding clothes, 
but he had no hat on, and he held both hands to his head *' 

“ Then your friend could not have seen his face,” replied Girac. 

“ Excuse me, she saw it distinctly; she also saw that Monsieur d’Estelon 
was very pale, that he had a wound on his forehead, and that his clothes 
were in disorder. He looked, she said, like a man who had been struggling 
with some one, and had broken away.’* 

‘ ‘ This is perfectly absurd ! You can't make us believe that Mademoiselle 
dc Maugars’ husband got into a quarrebas he came out of church, and 
running away for fear of being taken to the ‘ lock-up. Those things only 
happen at low w'cddinga. Your friend Esther must have been reading 
realistic novels.” 

“ Esther never reads anything, and has no imagination whatever, but 
sriie has excellent eygsight, and ** was not mistaken, I’ll venture to 
say. ” > 

“ Where was this phenomenal son-in-law going in such a condition ? To 
buy some cigars at the tobacco-shop, or some candles’ ol tTi'w\^|y;ocer at the 
corner ? ” ^ 

“ I don’t know whore he was going, but he called a cab, Vclo^^^L cab^ 
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itttb which he got after giving eome address to the driver; then he lowered 
the blinds, ana the cab started off towards the Place de la Trinity.” 

“ Where his wife was probably waiting for him. He probably carried, 
her off, English fashion, I think that was a very styliw way of doing 
things,” muttered Girac. 

“ What do yon think of all this? ” asked Busserolles, addressing Guy. 

“ What the deuce would you have me think ? I think that some one 
has been fooling Posine, or that Rosine is fooling us.” 

And I, gentlemen,” said Souscarri^re, “ think that my friend Maugars 
would not like all this ridiculous nonsense about his daughter’s husband. 
I don’t like it myself, and for that reason I am going to bed, Guy, my 
lad, ask for the bill and pay for us both. I won’t offend you by paying for 
my share.” 

“ I hope not,” muttered Bautru, rising to ring. 

No one said anything further. The short speech made by the colonel 
had curtailed all commentaries, but the effect of the story was the same, 
and the guests were anrious to repeat the tale as told by Hoaine. 

While the waiter was asking, as usual, how many glasses of brandy 
the gentlemen had drunk, and whether they had smoked or not, Sous- 
carri^re went to the window to look ont, and his nephew profited by 
the chance afforded him to draw Kangouze aside. “I shall go to your 
man’s house at noon,” he said, in a low tone. 

“Why don’t you apply to your uncle ? ” 

“He wouldn’t lend me as much as a turnip. That is a principle with 
him. But I can rely on your writing to our man, can't I ? ” 

“ I shall certainly do so,” 

The bill, which was a large one, was then brought in, and the colonel 
came back to the table just as the napoleons were falling on to it. 

‘‘I am sure that I have cost my nephew at least forty francs,” laughed 
he. “ At the Caf(f de la Regence in Algiers they don’t charge so high. 
You call a bill an * addition ^now-a-days, don’t you ? An addition ! that 
smells of the counter, and I hate figures J But I don’t hate good cheer, 
and I hope, gentlemen, that at «ome early day yon will dine with me. 
Guy shall choose the restaurant and order the dinner.” 

“ No ladies invited ? ” asked the Grasshopper. 

“ Do you imagine that 1 am afi*aid of ladies ? Bring all your, friends if 
you like. It will remind me of old times. ” 

“ Colonel, you are my ideal of a man ! I have a great mind to sing 
Schneider’s air from ' La Grand Duchesse ’ : 

** ‘I lore the soMiersI I love the soldierst ’ ” 

“Oh, no I no ! ” cried Girac and Rangouze in a breath, “ we’ve had too 
much vocalism as it is.” 

“Sir,” said Busserolles, who prided himself upon his politeness, “we 
shall be most happy to 

“ Never mind about that, now,” interrupted Souscarrifere. “ You will 
come— that’s enough I My nephew will tell you the day, and arrange the 
party with these ladies, as an old grey-headed troqier does not frighten 
them. Come, Guy, let us be off to our headquarters, my lad. ” 

Guy was onlyJftD glad to get away. So the uncle and nephew made a 
military after shaking hands all round. When they reached the 

street, the was already breaking, and the gas-lighters were ex* 

tinguishiiig^ae lamps everywhere. 
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You must tak 9 zne to the Grand H6tel, and we will walk there/’ said 
Souscarri^re. ** It will do you g^d, and I want to talk to you. Give me 
another cigar. Hiey are very lair. ^ You must tell me to-morrow where 
, I can get some of the same. Meantime, who are these friends of yours f 
Swells, I can see that* You have often spoken of Busserolles, but who 
are the others ? ” 

** Gii'ac has some money which he is squandering vezy foolishly. Kan^ 
gouze is steadier, and is doing some sort of business.” 

** I don’t care for that. 1 don’t like his face. He looks like a sneak« 
But who are the women ? ” 

>** Antonia is very much admired. Zolie is a foil whom she takes about 
with her to set her off. As for Kosine ” 

** Oh, I saw her years ago. She used to sing in 1846 at the Caf^ de la 
Ferle, in the Eue Babazoun in Algiers. She was called * licather Helmet ' 
then. By-the-by, what is this ridiculous stuff that Khe was teUing us 

Nothing at all, I hope. But she did not invent it. A joamalist 
whom 1 met this evening told me that he had received an anonymqjos 
letter, in which there was a statement about a gentleman having been 
arrested as he came out of church. The same news must have been sent 
to some other paper, which printed it,” 

** Monsieur d’Estelan’s name was not mentioned, however ? ” 

No, but ” 

** Then it cannot concern him. lict us talk of yourself. How do you 
get along with Maugars ? ” 

** 1 have seen very little of him this season. The marriage of his 
daughter was decided upon, and I ” 

‘‘You were in love with his daughter, and you may as well confess it.” 

“No. She pleased me greatly, but Monsieur de Maugars gave me to 
understand that 1 should not suit him, and 1 did not make her an 
offer. ” 

“You did quite right. I should never have forgiven you for running 
after Madeleine’s dowry. I thought that Maugars would not favour your 
addresses. 1 don’t know why, but 1 will m^e him tell me, and that 
to-day. However, n5 matter what may have influenced him, the young 
lady is married now, and that is all there is to say on the subject. Have 
you any other heiress in view ? ” 

“None whatever. She suited me, but I would just as well remain a 
bachelor.” 

“ Very well ! You are twenty-five. You have served as a volunteer, 
and you were a quartermaster when you left the army. You have a year 
yet according to the new laws. Formerly, you would have had a chance 
till thirty.” 

“ A year ! But I have no idea of enlisting.” 

“ What will you do, then, when you have, eaten up the Bois Guillaume 
and Morvieux, your two last farms ? ” 

“I shan’t eat them up.” 

“ You dare to tell me that ? Shall I tell you all about yourself? Your 
mother left you four farms which were worth five hundred thousand at 
least. Your father scarcely loft you anything. My poor sister married 
him simply to bo called' Madame de Baiitru." 1 was your guai'diaii, and I 
handed your fortune over to you in 76> when you caii.\* ijge. Wo are 
now in 1 880. In less than four years you are three-parts How 

long will the last fourth of your property last ? ” 
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“ Much longer than the rest. Experience has made me wise,” etatm 
mered Ouy* “I have limited my expenses* I only keep two saddle- 
horses now.” 

“Good I I shall ride them eveiy day while I am here* But.4o mo' 
the favour to listen to me instead of talking. Shall I tell you what you 
are turning over in your giddy head ? You ai*e thinking that some day 
or other you will inherit my money, and, meantime, when you have not 
a penny left, you will come to La Bret^che in tlie hope that I will let you 
stay there and give you bed and board ? ” 

“You are mistaken, uncle,” said Guy, quickly. I trust that you W'ill 
yet live a long time.” 

“Oh, 1 don’t accuse you of wishing me dead. But I know you, my 
lad I Your intentions are good, but you have no strength of purpose. 
You will miss a career, just as you missed promotion at Saint Cyr. You 
will let yourself glide along on the top of the tide, and when you have 
bid adieu to your last coin, you will be too old to tuni soldier. Now, I 
can’t allow my nephew to pass his time staring at the Paris pavements, or 
running about my woods. You wdll tell me that I have been doing that 
for twenty years past; but it is quite another thing for me to live so, for 
I have gone through several campaigns, had five wounds, and won my 
decoration. Besides, when I gave in my resignation, I relied upon your 
taking my place. Remember tliis : a Bautru ought to serve in the army, 
or marry to keep up the race. You don’t take the right road to marry; 
so you ought to gO into the army, and you have no more time to lose. 
The conclusion is this : since I can’t prevent you from mining yourself, I 
wish you may do so as soon as possible.” 

“ Are you speaking seriously, uncle? *’ 

“ I am; and I am sure that you are doing it exactly. At tlie rate at 
which you are living, you can’t keep up six months longer, and when you 
are Stumped you will still be of a good age to be a fine-ltK)king cavalry 
officer, I even think that you could have your volunteer’s epaulettes back 
in a trice. I will give you an allowance of a hundred frttnes a month, and 
the day that you take off your captain's unifonn I will look for a wife' for 
you. Down there, in an old desK, i have eighty -four thousand francs in 
gold. I don’t like paper money, I have a horror of investments, and I 
care as much for that gold as I do for an old pair of boots. However, I 
wouldn’t lend you even fifty napoleons, because it would prevent you 
from enlisting.” 

“ I do not ask you for anything,” replied Guy, stung to the rpiick. 

“No, I know that. You w’ould not belong to our family if you com- 
mitted any abject act for money’s sake. I will even add, that if you 
married such a wife as I wish you to take, I would let you off from 
military service ; I would guarantee you my fortune, and sign a contract 
to that effect on your wedding day ; and, besides, I would use my savings 
to buy back tlie farms which you have sold, and have La Breteclie rebuilt 
to lodge you and yours. I would only keep a little corner for myself at 
one end of the chateau. That would be charming, but it is only a dream, 

1 fear ! Instead of realising it, you will go through the greatest 
humiliations. Well, I have had my say. Here we are at the Grand 
H6tel, and 1 want to sleep to-morrow, I shall probably breakfast uith 
Man gars ; bn^-HTWill dine with you. I invite you for the whole time of 
my be alarmed, I shan’t be here long. I came to sec 

Maugars, ikvd to toll you my ultimatum. Next week I shall go back to 
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my hole. So, good-night, nephew. I will wait for you at seven in front 
of the Caf6 de la Paix?* 

Guy, thus dismissed, sadly wended his way home. He had no reason 
*to feel satisfied with his achievements of the night, and he did not conceal 
from himself that his uncle was right in predicting hie speedy ruin. The 
prospect of ending in the Chasseurs d’Airique did not alarm him much. 
He bad looked it in the face more than once after unlucky play. But he 
could not help thinking how much happier ho would have been had he 
married Madeleine de Maugars, and he cursed M. d'Estelan for having 
come all the way from America to frustrate his hopes. 

The rumours which were now spread abroad respecting Madeleme*s 
husband returned to his mind. He did not believe them ; he did not 
desire that any misfortune should befall a young girl whom ho had once 
loved, and yet he could not refrain from asking himself what would 
liappen if Mademoiselle de Maugars found herself without a husband on 
the morrow of her marriage. 

He had great difficulty in dismissing this thought, and to get rid of 4 it 
he had to recall the great embarrassment which his losses at play had 
caused. If Kaugouze*B money-lender fails me,*’ he said to himself as he 
went up the liue Auber, ** 1 can only enlist at once. My uncle will be so 
glad that he will pay my debts, and I wlian’t be posted at the club.” 


III. 

“You are a widow,” M, do Maugars had said to his daughter, as he 
caught hold of her to prevent her from rushing to the fatal window and 
seeing Louis d’Kstelan’a body lying upon the blood-stained grass in the 
garden. 

And on the morrow of the catastrophe Madeleine, overwhelmed and 
crushed with grief, repeated amid her tears : “ I am a widow, a widow at 
nineteen ! a widow on my wedding-day ! ” 

Her father, who did not leaveiier, lacked the courage to tell her the • 
truth. He knew, however, what to think as to the pretended death of his 
8011-in-law. A few hours after the terrible scene he had received a visit 
from the detective who had preidously called upon him, and their inter* 
view together had been a stoi-my one. The police agent believed that an 
escape had been planned by Louis Vallouris and favoured by the count. 
Severely reprimanded by his superiors, he reproached M. de Maugars for 
having abused his coiifideuce, and he swore that he would yet capture the 
fugitive. 

The count, overwhelmed by the news of this strange resurrection, 
rebelled against an imputation wdiicli deeply wounded him, and haughtily 
defended himself against the accusation of “having helped Estelan to liy. 
He desired, he said, to spare him the assizes, but be had not wislied to 
spare his life. And, besides, this old soldier, so implacable as regarded 
questions of honour, was not the man to play a part to save a son-in-law 
jLvho had disgraced hynself. \Vith an earnestness which Icit no doubt of 
his sincerity, ho protested tliat be had believed in M. d’Kstelan com- 
mitting suicide, and that he hoped he might die from the eflecta of his 
fall. And he also maintained that his son-in-law had really meant to 
kill himself. ‘ 

However, the detective accounted for the event iu qidte another 
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manner. He declared that the culprit Valloaris had known perfectly well 
what he waa doing when he sprang from the window. ** That fine gentle* 
man could teach a professional malefactor a good deal,** said he. He did 
not intend in the least to put a bullet into^is headi and he began by 
getting possession of the revolver which annoyed him. He knew that ^ 
could reach the Chaussde d’Antin from the garden, which he saw beldiy 
him. He is strong and agile. A perpendicular leap of thirty feet did 
not alarm him at all. He risked everything, and got clear with a few 
bruises. But he is mistaken if he thinks he will escape us. The whole 

f olice-force is after him, and 1 am convinced tliat we shall find him again. 

have engaged to do so to quiet the prefect, who threatens to dismiss me 
— ^no less a thing than that.** And to M. de Maugars* questions os to 
what had become of the accused, the agent replied like a general who does 
not mean to tell his plana for the campaign, to one of the enemy’s 
allies. 

It was supposed that the accused had tried to reach the frontier, but 
as a description of his person had been telegraphed everywhere, his arrest 
was certain, let him go what road he might. It was known that he had 
taken a cab after his fall, and that, without losing an instant, he had fied 
to his rooms in the Hue de Borne, changed his clothes there, and left in 
haste, taking with him all the money which he had in his desk. 

This was all that the count could obtain from the angry officer by way 
of information. As to the probable result of the affair, not a word was 
said. The prefect would act as suited him as soon as Louis Vallouris was 
caught. He refused to make any oonoession, even that of silencing his 
subordinates. 

This conversation exasperated M. de Maugars. After the unfortunate 
occurrence of the morning, he had hoped to be preserved from the greatest 
of all misfortunes, that of seeing his daughter condemned to boar the 
name of a ipeik whom the law was in search of. Kow, he had the pain of 
having brpkeb poor innocent girl’s heart, and the agony of present 
and future uncertainty, with shame that could not be removed. 

The thought of blowing out his brains again qccurred to him as a 
means of g«£ting out of this atrocious situation, but what a life would 
poor Madeleine’s be if he did this I 8he had no one in the world but him, 
her mother having died so early. To whose care could he leave her when 
she had lost him ? It was he who had given her to this Estelan, whom 
/She scarcely knew, and wliom she was not sure that she could love. And 
as the misfortune was due to his own imprudence, it was his duty to set 
aside his pride and resign hiinself to live and sustain her through the trials 
which awaited her. 

The count reasoned with himself and succeeded in dismissing the 
thought of suicide which had constantly arisen in his mind. He realised 
that ne ought not to forsake Madeleine when she was suffering the deepest 
sorrow, and returning to her, he wiped away her tears, trying to console 
her, and to speak of hope, although he had none. 

He passed the night at her bedside, where she lay weeping, and in the 
.morning, when he saw that she had become more calm, ne tried tq 
approaim a delicate subject — ^that of the life which Vas now before them 
both. After lon^ hesitotion he had made up his mbd to allow her to 
believe that Louis d’Eatelan w'as dead. He might die from the effects of 
the fall, if he survived, it was better that Madeleine should be 
ignor^t of the terrible fate which threatened her husband. And, in 
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order to provent her firom ever learning it, M. de lilangairs took thorough 
a&d effective measures. 

He considered that his servants would soon know everything. He 
' called them together, and tbld them that whoever among them told his 
daughter a single word as to what had happened would be dismissed at 
once, and os his servants were obedient and pleased with their situatioHi 
he trusted that they would be silent concerning the matter. The coach- 
man, footmen, and cook had no occasion to approach Mademoiselle de 
Maugars in private, and Juliette, her maid, was faithful and discreet. 
Besides, this painful situation must soon end. The count had made up 
his mind to take Madeleine away with him as soon as she was able to 
travel. He wished to absent himself for some years, and relied upon her 
offering no opposition to this hurried departure. 

The day had already dawned, it was growing late, and Maugars still 
sat at his daughter’s bedside. He held the poor ^rVs hands in his own, 
and said to her ; ** Yes, we will leave this house in which Heaven h^a so 
deeply afflicted us. We will go far away, far from Paris, which I Wte 
since you have suffered there so much.** 

“ And we will never leave one another,** said Madeleine. “ You do not 
know how sad it made me to think that we were about to be separate 
I ought to have been happy, and yet 1 feared some misfortune.** 

“ Why did you not apeak of these fears while it was still time tO pre- 
vent this fatal marriage ? ** exclaimed the count. And then, choking back 
the angry feelings he experienced : “ Let us leave the past,** he said, with 
an effort. •'“Would you like to go back to the country where you were 
born ? ** 

‘ ‘ To Louisiana ? What ! do you think of returning there ? ’* 

*‘ Perhaps it would be as well. Have you forgotten the beautiful spot 
where your childhood was passed ? Yes, you must have done so, you 
were so young when you came away.** 

“ I was blit seven, but I have not forgotten it. Soniettnws I think that 
I sUll see the green banana trees, the bright blue sky, and the great nver 
near our house, and then I think I can hear my mother*?8 vbicfl^ 

“Your mother’s voice?** murmured the count, looking down with 
embarrassment. 

“ Her voice was so soft, and her great black eyes were so kind I Bo 
you remember the night when she died ? I remember it as though it were 
yesterday. She was about to die, and took me in her arms and tiaid to 
you : ‘ Love her as I have loved her.* *’ 

“ Madeleine ! ’* exclaimed Maugars, who had turned very pale. 

* ‘ Pardon me ! I ought to have remembered that I was recalling a great 
sor'row to your mind. Forgive me for having spoken of my mother to you, 
who never mention her. *’ 

“Yes, you have pained me. Oh, I forgive you, for it was my fault. 
I thought that we might go to Louisiana, as 1 have still some property 
there, hut I give up the idea, the voyage would be too much for you. We 
will go to Scotland, to Sweden, or wherever you please. And we will go 
An a low days from dqw. We might go to-morrow, if I were not obliged 
to settle some business matters with Pruneraux. ** 

“ To-morrow ! *’ said Madeleine, sadly ; “that is impossible, for if you 
are not here, who will attend to the funeral of him we are mermingnow ? ** 
This unexpected allusion to the funeral of a man who was not dead 
made Maugars start. It reminded him of the difficulties of the situation, 
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ftnd he felt that he vould often havd perplexities of this kind to deal with. 
But his mind was made up, and he contented himself with giving an 
evasive answer. 

“I beg you, my dear child,” he said, in an agitated tone, ‘*to avoid ’ 
letting your thoughts dwell upon mournful ideas. You suffer enough as 
it is. Don’t increase your pain by thinking of the consequences of a 
frightful occurrence. The saa duty you speak of concerns me alone, and 
I will do all that is to be done. Think of our departure. 1 shall soon 
finish with my notary. Our farewells to my cousin, the marchioness, will 
not take long. She is our only relative, and I have no intimate friend but 
that savage of a Souscarri^re, who has not even' deigned to come here, 
although 1 invited him. 1 shall write to tell him what I think of his 
behaviour. As for that bad fellow, Guy ” 

“ He came ” murmured Madeleine. 

“Oh I I don’t care for that, and if I see his uncle, I will tell him ” 

M. de Maugars did not finish what he was saying, for he suddenly 
remembered that he had discouraged the fine young fellow whom he was 
about to criticise. He now bitterly regretted having done so and given 
his daughter so willingly to a stranger. 

“Listen, Madeleine,” he said, “I wish that henceforth we should live 
for one another. 1 urged you to this unhappy marriage. I shall not 
advise you further. You shall be free to do as you please, and if you pre- 
fer to remain a widow, and single, we will always live together. But don’t 
let yourself despair ; strive to conquer your gnef. Rememl)er that you 
are but twenty, and that the future is all before you. I am no longer 
young, but 1 hope that I shall still last some years, and as long as I am 
alive ” 

He suddenly stopped short, and asked the maid who now entered the 
room why she had come to interrupt him. Juliette held out a card, 
“Jean told the gentleman,” she said, “that you could not see any oue, 
but he insisted upon seeing you.” 

“ Souscarridre 1 ” exclaimed M. de Maugars, after glancing at the bit 
of pasteboard which the maid handed to him. “ Tak« him into my robni, 
and tell him that I am coming at once. Souacarribro 1 ” he repeated, 
when he found himself alone with Madeleine. “He has come in goorl 
time, and 1 shall tell him what 1 think of him and receive him as he de- 
serves. Be calm ; it won’t take long. You will see me presently, but I 
hope to find you up aud dressed. If you remain in bed you will end by 
being seriously ill.” 

A kiss upon Madeleine’s pale brow ended the interview, and the count 
hastily went out of the room. He was anxious to sec his old friend ; to 
reproach him in the first place, and finally to tell him everything, and con 
suit him about the horrible situation in which he found himself, and which 
even his daughter ignored. 

He found the ex-colonel seated upon the arm of a smoking-chair, 
whistling the air of “La Casquette,” and keeping time with the heels of 
his boots. It was easy to see that he felt quite at home. 

“ Here you.are at last 1 ” said Maugars, crossing his arms. “ It is really 
fortunate.^’ 

“Ooodl” replied Souscafriere, without disturbing hiinaelf, “you 
are angry because I only make my appearance this morning. You see, 
my dear fri^d, that I am no longer the sort of man for entertainments 
where people appear in full dress. A friend who marries his daughter 
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always finds me to time — ^bnt not until the next day. Kow, don't under* 
take to look like a graven image, as you used to do when you fined the 
subalterns in your squadron. Embrace me, Maugars, as they do in 
•Africa.” 

The count could not hold out against his old brother-at arms, but 
opened his arms, and Guy’s uncle rushed into them and gave him a hearty 
hug. “Good!” said Souscamero, “I thought for a moment that you 
v/ere going to turn me out instead of inviting me to breakfast. ” 

“ Breakfast ! Do you want some breakfast ? ” 

“ 1 have not lost the habit of breakfasting, I assure you, although J do 
not e;it quite as much as I used to do when we Vere in service together. 
But if I put you out — But what a solemn face you have 1 Have you 
met with any trouble ? ” 

“Paul, you have been my friend for thirty-five years, and I can tell 
you all. Well, then, I have married Madeleine to a tliief.” 

. “ What ! your son-in-law ” 

“ Is a thief. The police came hero yesterday, to my house, to arr^t 
him.” 

“ It is true, then ?” 

“You already knew it ! My dishonour is known ! I thank you for 
telling me.” 

“ The devil take it 1 I don’t know anything at all, and I ” 

“ Don’t try to retract what you have said. You said— * It is time, 
then ? ’ So you must have heard of what occurred here yesterday. All 
Paris is talking of it, no doubt. Well, my resolution is taken ; I shall 
blow out my brains.” 

“ Will you let me speak ? I came here last night. How can I know 
what ‘ all Paris ’ may be talking of ? In the first place, what do you 
mean by ‘all Paris?* That is an expression which you must have found in 
some newspaper. ” 

“ Explain yourself, then.” 

“ Willingly. When I left the train I went to look for my nephew, 
whom I found supi^ii^ with some swells and singers at the Caf^ Anglais. 
I was very hungry, and while I was taking supper one of the ladies present 
began talking of some story which she had seen in a newspaper, about a 
man in good society being arrested as he came from the church where he 
had just been married.” 

“ Was the name given ? ” 

“No; nor the church. This woman went on making her own com* 
ments; but nobody believed her. Guy told me tliat some newspaper 
writer or other, whom he knows, received an anonymous letter, which 
said about the same thing ; but he did not think that it related to your 
daughter’s marriage, and ” 

“ Guy is mistaken. The letter and the article were both aimed at me, 
and they told the truth. This Estelan has a warrant ont against him. 
lie is accu.sed of having committed a theft ten years ago. Yesterday a 
detective c;ime here ” * 

“ And arrested yc^ir son-in-law.” 

“No; the scoundrel escaped. I insisted upon his killing himself, and 
offered him a pistol, but he preferred to run away.” 

“ My dear friend, I see now that it is a serious matter. I won’t waste 
time in trying to console you ; hut I beg you to believe that I am entirely 
at your orders. In such a case the devoted services of an old friend are 
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valuable. Tell me the whole affair. 1 may be able to give you some good 
advioe, and, perhaps, some efficient help.” 

Thanks. 1 know how kind you are, and how reliable, and X shall 
tell you all. See what trouble I am in ! ” 

Maugars then briefly related all that had occurred on the day before, 
including the second visit paid him by the detective. Souscarri^re listened 
atteutivmy and feelingly until he had finished. 

“ So,” said he, when the count ceased speaking, “ your sen-in-law has 
disappeared. Well, so much the better ! JBut he is being looked for, and 
I fear that he may turn up again, and that must be prevented.” 

* * How ? And what good will it do ? ” 

“If I knew where he was I would willingly help him to cross the 
frontier. He could go and get himself hanged somewhere else, and you 
would be rid of him. ” 

“ I should be none the less disgraced. If the law does not succeed in 
finding him he wiU he tried and convicted although absent, in contumacium, 
as they say. The detective did not hesitate to say so. ” 

“ However, I have a great mind to hunt him up, and challenge hipi to 
fight. ” 

“That is a foolish plan.” 

“ I have plenty of time to devote to looking for your rascal of a 
son-in-law.” 

“ The i^lice will find him before you do.” 

“ That is by no means certain. The police have so many to look after, 
I should be running after a single fox. However, when the pack that are 
at his heels find him — ^if they do find him — and he is run down, you may 
rely upon your old comrade of the 3rd squadron in the First Chasseurs. 
X was '^e best shot in the regiment,” resumed SouscarriOre, “and I hav.^ 
been keeping up my practice, three hours a day, with my gamekeeper, 
who used to he a drillmaster in the Seventh Cuirassiers.” 

M. de Maugars began to pace the floor, and his frowning face showed 
his agitation. “ Madeleine believes herself to be a widow,” he said, 
suddenly stopping in front of his friend. 

Ah, you did not tell her that her husband survived his fall ? Faith, 
you were right ! She thinks that he fell accidentally, and does not know 
that he was accused of theft, 1 suppose ? ” 

“ No. I did not dare to tell her the truth.” 

“You were right. She has trouble enough. It would do no good to drive 
her to despair, X must start out to look for this man at once, for various 
reasons. You spoke, just now, of his being condemned in his kbsence. 
The dead are never convicted. The legal officials won’t carry the matter 
any further when his death is proved. I shall surely shoot him if we fight 
a duel together. Besides, your daughter will think of marrying again, 
after a time. She must do so; and I want her to marry some one who 
will make her iiappy, and who has nothing to fear from the assize court. ” 

“ Keolly,” said Maugars, “ to hear you, one would think it the simplest 
thing in the world. You are dreaming, my poor Paul ! Tell me how in 
the world could you find this man ? Do you think that you could do more 
than the police ? Did you learn how to do that sort of thing on your 
©state at La BretSche ? ” 

“I have a natural aptitude for tracking people. There wasn’t my 
equal in Africa for hiding in ambuscade and surprising the Arabs.” 

“ That i« not the same thing at all,” replied the count, ^shrugging his 
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Bhouldere. “Yon neTor Baw Estelan, you do not know his habits, or 
whom he is acquainted with. ” 

“ But my nephew has Been him. He will help me; and as for the rest, 
you can tell me all about that. But where did you come across this 
man with a false name ? Who introduced him to you ? Whom did he 
visit in Paris?** 

“ Scarcely any one. He came from Mexico, with a recommendation to 
my cousin, thO Baron de Neufgermain. It was at his house that I met 
him, and he was very highly thought of there.*’ 

“Neufgermain was taken in just as you were, that’s clear, and it is 
scarcely likely that Bstelan has sought refuge there. But he must have 
had some other acquaintances.” 

“ He sometimes spoke of a very rich merchant with whom he had had 
dealings in Mexico, and who lives in Paris; but he did not introduce him 
to me, and I have forgotten his name. My lawyer, Prunevaux, know|i it, 
however. ” 

“ Very good. I shall ask him what it is. But Estelan must have hied 
his own notary. ” 

“No ; he went to mine and proved that he had about thirty thousand 
francs a year. He has taken the money and documents which he- possess^ 
with him, for he had the audacity to return home before he dis* 
appeared.” 

“Yes, he is a careful man, it seems. But too much caution is some- 
times bad, and I shall find him, I tell you. ” 

“ You would fight with a thief, then? ” 

“ I would fight with any man who injured my best friend. The rest 
of the business does not concerp me. I don’t care for the ugly stoiy in 
the gentleman’s past life. Besides, there are cases in which 1 would fight 
with a freed galley slave, and your son-in-law has not been convicted of 
crime, as yet, at all events.” 

“The detective even declared that he might be acquitted. But that 
(loos not change the present state of things in the least,” 

“*Hum ! if he were innocent by chance — but it seems impossible — we 
should feel sorry afterwards if we went too fast. But tell mo how yon 
c*ame to let him have Madeleine. Were you in such a great hurry to marry 
her ? ” 

“ No,” replied Maugars, greatly annoyed by the question. “ But I am 
growing old. I shall m sixty next year. I may die when 1 least expect 
it. They may be sounding a muster in the skies, for almost all our com- 
rades have left parade here below, you see. I thought that Madeleine 
would be left alone in the world if I died.’’ 

“ Has she no relations, then, on her mother’s side ?” 

“ None whatever. So I was in haste to find a husband for her, who 
M'ould take c^re of her when I died. Estelan came forward. He was a 
man of very attractive appearance, with an independent fortune, and very 
good manners. 

“But, deuce take it, he fell from the oloudt, as it were. His very 
pame did not belong to him.” 

“ It belonged to his maternal ancestors, and 1 9 m. sure that he obtained 
a legal authorisation to bear it.” 

“Very web,- let all that pass. I know thit Parisian families act 
differently to provincial ones, who reflect for years before allowing a marriage 
to take place. Besides, I think that your choice was probably influ6n(M 
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by the fact that your daughter was struck by Estelan^s personal appear- 
ance. She loved him, did she not ? ” 

** No. She did not dislike him, that is all, and when I proposed to h^ 
to many him she made no objection.** 

Indeed ! I should not have thought her so submissive. She is not 
much like you in that.” 

*‘My dear friend, I made the mistake of bringing her up njyself, and 
in habits of passive obedience. Madeleine has always yielded to me, 
from childhood until now. Unfortunately I have a temper Miueh never 
gives way to anything.” 

** I know all about your temper. You are about as flexible as an iron 
bar.” 

I am accustomed tcj nile, and I had not even given a thought to the 
true feelings of the poor girl who never opposed me. I said to her om 
day : ‘I have found a husband for you. Monsieur d'Kstclan suits me, and 
I am sure that he will make you happy. Will you marry him ? ’ Sbe 
replied that she would, and I asked no more. The match was made. I 
did it all. If I alone had to suffer the consequences of my mistake, 1 

should not complain, but Madeleine ** 

“Yes, she is the one to be pitied. 8ho has married this man in 
obedience. to you, and perhaps all the time she loved some one else instead. ’’ 
“No.” 

“What do you know about it? Didn’t you say, just now, that yon 
never consulted her as to her feelings ? ” 

“ If she had had any lover I should have guessed it. Besides, who was 
there for her to love ? ” 

“ My nephew.** 

“ Guy I ^ 

“Why not? He is a very handsome young fellow. I do not under- 
take to say that he is a tempting son-in-law for a father. He gambles and 
leads a gay life, but he has good qualities u'hich you know of as well as 1. 
He? is a man who never blenches in face of danger, and never trifles on 
po nts of honour. He is as Arm and as upright as a lance, as true as steel 
itself, ^e has everjrthing in his favour, so far as women are concerned.” 

“I don’t dispute his merits,** replietl Maugars, impatiently. “But 
what are you alniiug at with all this praise of a young man w'ho, long ago, 
ceased visiting here ? ** 

“ 1 suspect that you did not try to prevent that, and I know, beyond 
a doubt, that he greatly admired your daughter,” 

“ I never remarked it.*’ 

“ A man of your disposition does not see anything but what he chooses 
to sec. hTy dear Maugars, we may as well speak plainly, after all this. 

I have a question to ask you, and 1 wish you to give me a plain answer. 
Tell me why you chose a stranger for your son-in-law, when you had Guy 
de Bautru at hand, in love with Madeleine, and likely to be loved by her 
if you had not closed your doors against him ? Now, don’t speak of his 
being gay, and spending money, and all that ! Guy suited you exactly, 
say what yoM will. On ms father’s side he is as well bom as you are, anjj,^ 
through his uncle, here present, he is rich. I should have secured all my 
money to his children. So you must have kept him at bay for other 
reasons, and I wish to know what they were. Come, speak out 1 Tell me 
exactly why you did net allow my nephew to pay his addre.nses to your 
daughter. ** 
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Do you wish to know why ? Well, then, listen to the stoiy of luy 
life.” 

“Your life!” exclaimed Souscamere. “What has your life to do 
With my nephew ? Deuce take it ! 1 know all about your life.” 

“ Not all,” replied Maugara, gloomily. 

“Yes I do, ves 1 do; except some love affairs about which yon never 
Bpokc to mo, probably because it wasn’t worth while. I may have forgotten 
some of them, for you had so many. As for the rest, I know^ your whole 
story by heart, and unless you have committed some crime, and that I 
know you are incapable of ” 

“ Do you remember my first voyage to Louisiana ? ” interrupted the 
count. 

♦ ‘ Do I remember it ? I should say that I did ! You went away In 
Octolxjr, ’39, the year of the Italian campaign. I went with you to 
Hilvre. You went abroad to get what W'as left you by an aunt, wno had 
a splendid cotton plantation. As soon as your affairs in Louisiana Were 
settled you returned to France. ” ^ 

“ And I went back to New Orleans at the end of ’02.” 

‘‘ Yes. Bu± jbhen I, did not see you ofi’. I was at La Bret^che when 
you suddenly ttide up your mind to cross the seas again; 1 never knew 
Ahy, 1 in sure.” 

‘•You shall hear. One yeas after, 1 wrote to you that I w&s going to 
be manied, and had made up my mind to remain in the United States.” 

“ News which I did not expect, and which greatly surprised me* You 
never seemed to me to be a marrying man ; and to settle in the United 
States, in the very midst of the war there, was a strange thing for a gay 
I’aiisian to do. 1 wondered for a long time what your radical conversion 
meant. I finally conducted that love must be the cause. Tlie explanation 
seemed iiniikely to every one but me, but I knew you better. Although 
over forty you were still as young as at twenty-five. When I left Paris 
to settle clown in the solitude of Anjou, you were in love with a married 
lady. I never knew how you got over that affair, for you were very much 
Budften. You went liowhere, and had deserted all your friends.” 

“ It w as to cut-off that affair that I went away,” said IVlangars, curtly, 
seemingly vexe(,l11iat Souscarricre should have reminded him of his trans- 
gression. You never knew how I came to marry ? ” 

“How coujid I have known ? You remained away for five years without 
giving me any due to your whereabouts, and you did not even answer my 
letters, so that I got tired of blackening paper to please you. That is a 
thing I always abhorred, and I gave up doing it about that time, I now 
never touch a pen except to sign a lease, or receipt a fcarmer’s account, 
Finally, after your long silence, toward the beginning of *68, you wrote to 
me that you had just lost your wife, and that you were the father of a 
cliarmiiig little girl. You said, besides, that- you were preparing to return 
to France.” v 

“You remember everything correctly. You might add that after my 
return you came three times to Paris — which you didn’t like — expressly 
to see me, and that we renewed our former friendship; that you grew fond - 
of Madeleine, and she of you.” 

“law fond of her. She is a perfect creature, your dear little daughter, 
and I thought that she would be my niece some day ; but I reckoned with- 
out this Monsieur d’Kstclan and your capers.” 

“Listen to me, Souscarricre, and then blame me if you like. You 
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WMW right. I married for love. The yonng girl irhom I married had no 
dowry but Her beauty.” 

« Well, you were rich enough to please yourself in that way.” 

** Bhe had no family, no name. She was called Elena, and that was all. 

“And is that why you did not wish to let my nephew marry her 
daughter?” 

“Yes. She is a creole. Many^people object to creole women, where 
there is the slightest suspicion of mixed blood, however far back.” 

“ Bah I I don’t think that would have troubled Guy. Madeleine is 
adorable, and on your side she has noble blood. The name of Maugars is 
enough. This excuse is a poor one. ” 

“I returned to France, but two years later I resolved to go back, as 1 
ardehtly desired to see my daughter, and the jealous husband whom you 
know a^ut was annoying me ; there seemed to be a likelihood of a tragic 
ending of the affair. Madeleine was at an age when children begin to 
show intelligence, and my name was the first that she had uttered. I 
grew very fond of her. Elena idolised me, but when I returned here I did 
not believe that Guy, if he knew what her origin had been, would have 
been willing to marry her daughter. If 1 had flowed him to visit here, 
he would, however, have offered himself, knowing nothing of Madeleine’s 
origin on the mother’s side. I should have been obliged to toll him every- 
thing, and then he would certainly have ceased his visits. I did not wish 
to expose myself to such an affront as that. ” 

“But you thought that Estelau, being himself of humble origin, would 
be easier to manage respecting the question of birth than the of the 
Bautrus ? ” 

“1 was right. Estelan saw the thing as I supposed he would. He 
took a philosophical view of it. That is not surprising, as it turns out.” 

“But you don*t know that Guy would have acted as you say. He 
loved Madeleine for her own sake.” 

“Why did he not speak out, then?” exclaimed Maugars, who was 
tired of repeating his reasons for acting as he had done. 

“ My dear friend, he is a true Bautru and proud, as proud as yourself. 
When he saw that you shut your door upon him, he did not try to get in 
at the window.” 

“ Well, we will admit that I was wrong ; but what good does it do to 
bring all that up now ? My daughter is married, unluckily for herself and 
for me. I can’t undo the marriage. ” 

“ Hero, let me stop you and return to my proposal.” 

“ Your proposal is absurd ; I told you so before. You won’t find 
Estelan, ana if you did he would not fight wil^ you. S uch men don’t fight. ” 

“ That remains to be seen. 1 am free to act as X please, and 1 know 
what I have to do. But what are your own plans ? ” 

“ I am going away.” 

“And, of course, you will take Madeleine with you. Where will 
you go ? ” 

“I thought at first of returning to liOuisiana. Then I reflected that 
yellow fever was always very prevalent there. It does not attack creoles, ... 
but Madeleine came to France so young that she is not acclimatised now. 

I riiall travel in Europe, I will take her to Italy or Switzerland. ” 

“ It is not a very peasant life for a man of your age and a young girl 
to go travelling about like that. You must settle down somewhm Why 
not come to La Brettche ? ” 
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Where y<mr nephew is 1 At your house 1 ” 

My nephew, just now, has not the least desire to leave his rooms on 
the second floor in the Rue Auber. He is leading a very wild life. ** 

“ And you say that he is in love with Madeleine ? ” 

“ That is why he is trying to forget her now* The poor fellow la 
squandering his money, casting it to the winds from the lour oozners of 
Paris. You have his ruin on your conscience, for if you had not sent him 
away he would have made an excellent husband. There is a chance yet, 
however, for I would remark to you that if your daughter has been lucky 
enough to really become a widow, she will not be ame to do better than 
marry Guy. ” 

‘ * The devil take it I You must have sworn to make me an^ry I Why do 
you take pleasure in reminding me of the wretched situation in wnich 
she has been placed through my fault, as 1 candidly admit ? Why reason 
on mere conjecture ? You say that you will call out Pstelan, and ihoot 
him, most likely; then you say that youriiephewis in love with Hadelehoe. 
The next thing you will declare is that Madeleine is in love with him.” 

“That is what 1 mean to And ofit. Meantime, I can assure you 
Guy is very much in love with her. 1 feel sure ihat she will be greatly 
grieved about her husband, although he is so unworthy of her, but she 
believes herself to be a widow, and it is only natural that she should 
remember a former suitor whom she received kindly at first.” 

“ And whom you mean to recall to her recollection ? ” 

“ Ho you take me for e. fool or for a scoundrel? Ho you suppose that 
I am going to unsettle her mind by proposing to her to marry my nephew 
while Estel^ is still alive ? If she said * yes,* we should be in a nice fix ! 
No, my de&r friend, 1 wish to act with discretion, and what X propose is 
this : After what has taken place you cannot remain here, but X don’t see 
why you should leave the country. Hire a house in the environs of Paris, 
a villa, and go there to-morrow. You need not receive any one but Guy 
and myself. There will be nothing improper in that, as regards Madeleine, 
for Guy knows how to act with proper discretion. He will be told tjiat 
she not a widow, and will behave accordingly.” 

“ Good I But what then ? 1 must come to something definite.” 

“You can do that in three months from now. 1 will give up Uiy 
w'hole summer to you, and spend it in seeing this matter of yoiu: aou^m^ 
law to the end.” 

“ Again ! There you go I How you talk ! ” 

“Oh, I am not so far wrong as you may think. I don’t positively 
undertake to rid you of this unpleasant gentleman ; but I shall try to do 
so, and if I don’t succeed I shall, at all events, make the situation clearer. 
If we acquire a certainty that the scamp is in foreign parts, you can cer- 
tainly do nothing better than retire into the country with Madeleine, and 
will undertake to find you some pretty spot^near BretSdm* It won’t 
be very gay for your daughter, but Estelan will not live for ever. As for 
my nephew, he won’t trouble you, for he will enlist in the Chasseurs 
d’Afrique before the year is out. Is it all settled, my good old Maugars?” 

“Well, at all events, I must consult Madeleine,” said the count, who 
had almost decided to»yield the point. 

“It is agreed then!” joyously exclaimed Souscarriere. “Madeleine 
will consent, I’ll answer for it ! Take me to her and let me give the dear 
little girl a kiss, and when I have consoled her, breakfast is next in order# 
I have no end of thiuga to attend to to-day.” 
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The second floor occupied by Guy de Bautru in the Rue Auber was dearer 
than any apartments on the first floor, would have been in a handsome 
liouse on the left bank of the Seine. Guy paid six thousand francs a year 
for the pleasure of being near the boulevard, at a cigar's length from his 
club, and within a gallop of the Champs Elysees. He was in the centre of 
Ills Gyrations, and he declared that when cab-hire was considered — which 
wouM have been requisite two or three times a day, if he had lived any 
further from the boulevard — ^his rooms were really cheap. 

He applied this faulty reasoning to a great many other modes of 
expenditure. From the price of a dinner at Bignon’s he subtracted the 
expense of housekeeping which he saved by going to a restaurant for his 
meals. He even maintained that by deducting the losses, which persons 
who invest money inevitably meet with, by failtircs, falls on ’Change, and 
thieving cashiers who bolt with their employers’ money, there was a great 
advantage in keeping his funds in a drawer from which he could take them 
whenever he needed to do so. 

By dint of subtracting and reasoning in this way he had come to ruin ; 
but he had done so without knowing it, which somewhat consoled him. 
Bautru belonged to that class of “high livers” who like to deceive them- 
selves as to the end of the play in which they are acting a part, and who 
1^0 gaily towards the precipice without caring about the nnaJ inevitable 

His famous suite of rooms was worth what he paid for it. liowever, for 
the apartments were large enough to have harboured a whole family. The 
windows were eight feet high and the ceilings were decorated with 
frescoes, and nothing was wanting in the kitchen for such cooking as a 
bachelor sometimes requires when he is entertaining friends, or in the 
dressing-room arranged on the English plan, in the bathroom duly pro- 
vided with hot and cold water, or in the gallery full of rare bits of 
furniture and paintings — a miniature showroom, m fact. And — a final 
advantage which Guy highly appreciated — there was a stable where he 
kept his two saddle-horses, at one end of the court-yard. A man to groom 
tliem and a valet to wait upon him were all the seri^ants he, required. 
The valet smoked his cigars, but he was unparalleled in getting rid of a 
bore. 

After ten o’clock one evening, about a week after Madeleine de 
Maugars’ wedding, Bautru found himself at home by chance, for he had 
not gone there to sleep. He ordered all the rooms to be brilliantly lighted 
up, and walked up and down them with a greatly excited air. Then, after 
a long stay in the bathroom and the dressing-room, he repaired to the 
gallery and bege a to review all the curiosities with which he had filled it 
at grfat expense. 

He only cared for ceramics because other );>eople did, and as a sacrifice 
to the prevailing taste. Ho had, indeed, no enthusiasm whatever as 
regarded either faience or porcelain, nor did he rave about pictures. A 
few bits of Delft, some Japanese vases, and a small number oi pictures by 
Saxe, Ziem, and Diaz, with a fine Fromontin made up his collection, so far 
as pottery and painting wore concerned. But he had a passion for antique 
arms, and weapons of various kinds hung everywhere. They were both 
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offensive and defensive ones, including Persian scimitars and helmets of 
the iMiddle Ages^ arquebuses of the Kenamance^ Malay krisses, and 
Circassian coats-of'inail and cross-belts of the time of Louis XIII. — indeed, 
nothing was wanting, not even court-swords to be worn at the side. There 
was also a perfect museum of firearms of various sorts \ and Guy, in his 
dressing-gown and slippers, examined his panoplies, seemingly looking 
*for some weapon which he needed. After some hesitation he finished by 
taking down a sw'ord of Italian make, a long rapier, which must have 
slashed the calves of some sixteenth-century reiter, and, holding it 
hori^sontally, he began to measure it with his eye. 

His uncle, bursting in like a whirlwind, found him engaged in this 
interesting occupation. 

I I “ Zounds I ” exclaimed the ex-commander of Hie Third Squadron of the 

I Chasseurs d’Afrique, ** I did right to come upstairs since I find you h^. 

f I saw a light in your windows, and I came up at all hazards. I nave just 

returned from V dsinot. 1 have a great many things to tel 1 you, but I did not 
know where to look for you. By what chance are yon here at hoh)ie 
when most fellows of your sort are showing off tlxeir collars to the women 
at the circus ? ” 

“ 1 came home to dress,” said Guy, quietly. 

“And what do you intend to do with this toy that you are holding, 
as if you were going to spit a chicken with it? Have you a duel oh 
hand ? I shall be vexed if it is so, for this is not the time for one.” 

* ‘ No, I am going to a ball in the costume of a nobleman of the court 
of Charles tX , , and as this sword belongs to that period—” 

“ What ! a fancy ball in the summer ? ” 

“ That’s the height of the fashion. Don’t you ever read the papers?” 
“Yes, sometimes. I remember reading the description of a ball 
where ” 

“Well, then, citizens* wives imitate princesses,” interrupted Guy, 

“ and I am invited to one which the wife of an arch*millionaire ie giving 
at her house. They are people who have got rich all at once.” 

“That doesn’t surprise me at all. What surprises me is that you 
should feel inclined for dancing. You have made up your mind, then, to 
go to this ball ? ” 

“Yes. It will be a curious sight. Busserolles made them send me an 
invitation, and I promised him that I would go.” 

“ At what time ? ” 

“ At midnight— not before.” 

“ We shall have time for a little talk, then. Let us go into another 
room. Here I am afraid to stir, for fear of breaking some of your 
hrac.*' 

“ Vou will have plenty of space in my dressing-room,” replied Bautru, 
laughing. “ I admit that ycur dimensions are somewhat cramped here.” 

“ Ah ! those are your tinsel rags,” grumbled Sou scar riCie, seeing his 
nephew’s fancy costume lying upon a sofa. “ A short cloak, a cap, a 
« doublet and tights. You will be all silk and velvet. Why the deuce ^d 
^ ^ou choose that disguise*? ” 

“Because I wear a pointed beard and short hair as were worn at the 
Liouvre under Charles Ix., and as I did not care to wear a wig. I took 
the period which suits my face the best.” 

“A cap, a military jacket, and red pants will suit you a great deal 
better six months* hence, or even sooner, for at this rate you will not keep 

0 
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up uppeatances for aiz months ; you must have at least im thousand 
franoB^ worth of furniture and objects of art here**’ 

Twenty thousand, uncle.** 

* << It is shameful 1 Let us talk of something else. I told you that I 
came from Vi^siuet. Maugars has found a houso there in the midst of a 
uicedooking garden. He has hired it furnished. He only had to take his 
night -cap there, and hcMwent yesterday. I spent the day with him,” 
“And his daughter, of course ? ** 

** Yes. They expect us to dinner to-morrow.** 

A pause now ensued. Guy, who was twisting a cigarette and humming 
a hunting song, made no haste to reply. 

“You will come, I hope,*’ said his uncle, frowning. 

“ I don’t think that 1 shall,** replied Bautru, inditferently. 

“What I you refuse to visit Maugars after the misfortune he^has met 
with ? Maugars, my old comrade, my only friend 1 You ought to have 
called there the day after this affair occurred.’* 

“lam sure that he would not have received me.** 

** You are mistaken. He likes you just as he did formerly. You may 
say that he was rude to you last winter, but he had excellent reasons for 
what he did, you will admit that yourself. These reasons no longer exist. 
You made love to his daughter, and were leading a very fast life at the 
time. You ought to have given up one or the other, my lad 1 Blame 
yourself if he found another husband for Madeleine.” 

“He made a pretty choice,” muttered Bautru. 

“ The mischief take it ! he didn’t, and poor Madeleine is in a most miser- 
able plight, and doesn’t yet knowthc full extent of her misfortune. 'Maugars, 
4s 1 told you, has allowed her to think that she is a widow, but her fate is 
linked to that of a rascal as long as that rascal lives. This is no time to 
desert her. You loved her once, whatever you may say to the contrary, 
imd I know, beyond a doubt, that she liked you very much. It is a pity 
you did not marry her, but that needn’t prevent you from showing her 
some friendliness. ’* 

“ I deeply sympathise with her sorrows, but I prefer not to see her.** 
'‘You prefer to go to balls and sup with singers ? Paris has decidedly 
spoilt you, my lad.’^ 

* ‘ Less than yon think, uncie. Shall I tell you why I don’t wish to go 
to Monsieur de Maugars’ house I ” 

“ That is exactly what I want to know.” 

“ Well, then, it is because I was very much attached to his daughter. 
If I wore like many young men, I shouldn’t need to be urged to resume 
my romance where I left off. Ma<lemoisclle de Maugars is no longer a 
young girl, as she has a husband. In attempting to please her, I sliould 
not offend morals as they go nowadays. But I don’t govern myself accord- 
ing to those views, and I should act extremely badly if 1 did not maintain 
the strictest reserve towards her at this time.” 

“ Who wants you to do anything else ? ” replied Souscarri^re, gnawing 
the end of his moustache. 

Guy had just touched the delicate point in his uncle’s plans. However,^ 
Souscarri^re resumed : " 

“Can’t you go to call at Maugars* without behaving like a libertine t 
Madeleine is a virtuous girl, and 1 am sure that you are a gentlemam 
Treat her simply as a friend,” 

“ Do you think tilmt se easy 7 Come now, unde, ypf7said just now that 
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once I loved her. Well, I don't deny it, and I will even cohfese that 1 am 
not sure that I am cured of my unlucky passion. The hre ie smouldering, 
and 1 don’t wish to rekindle it.** 

• ‘‘Then if Madeleine were a widow, you would willingly imf«rry 
her?” 

“ No doubt. But she is not a widow.** 


“ My dear boy, everythiug comes round in the course of time. Estelau 
’ may be dead by this time. A man can’t leap from a second -floor wind<?w 
without being injured, and if he is alive he may kill himself to escape the 
police, who are after him.** 

“ vSuch men don’t kill themselves,** replied Bautru, contemptuously. 

had any blood in his veins he would have begun by tliat.** 

‘ ‘ I confess that I don’t expect that termination of the matter, which 
would be a great relief to more than one of us. But let us say no ihdra 
about it. You have Ho right, happen what may, to repel Maug^fc^s* a4* 
vances, and you wdll pain me very much if you persist in so doing. Just 
f effect tliat this worthy fellow and his daughter are condemned to isolaJiiOii 
for many years. Maugars has had it spread about that he WAS gdhig to 
Italy, but he confines himself for the present to the most retired pa^^t of 
Vcdiiiet. He does not receive any one but the old marcliioness, who ddes 


not make a very good consoler, for she unceasingly reproaches him with 
having accepted Estelan, wliom she did everything in her power, she says, 
to discourage. I hope that I shall be able to persuade him to buy some 
land ill our part of the country, and come there to end his days with 
Madeleine, In that way you would be obliged to see them, sooner or 
later. It had better be now, and I rely upon your going with me to* 
morrow to their house. ” ’ 


“Well, if you require it, uncle,” replied Bautru, attempting to look 
perfectly indifferent, “I will renew the connecl|ion which 1 wished to 
forget, but only on condition that nothing more shall be said as to the 
past, and that I shall hold you responsible for the oonseqpenoes,** ho 
added, gaily. “ I may fall in love again and break my heart, 

“Well and good I ” exclaimed Souscarriere, “ Be at the Salnt-lozare 
station to-morrow, so as to take the train which starts at 5.35, I will 
undertake to make your peace with Maugars, and you will see that all 
will go smoothly after that.” 

The stubborn cx-colonel held on to his plan, but he kept that plan to 
himself. He did not think fit to tell his nephew that he hoped to get rid 
of Estelan by a dexterous sword-thrust in a duel. 

“ Now tliat I have brought you round,” said he, “I don’t wish to pre- 
vent you from disguising yourself, and making yourself look like (jom 
mingos in the aiix Clercs.” This costume ought to suit you veyy 

well. Is your merchant’s wife a fashionable woman ? ’* 

“ She is a person who goes into all kinds of society, I hear. This is 
the first time that I have ever been invited to her house. Jler husband 
made an immeuse fortune in selling something or other, and in these times 
he is a big man. The ball will be at a superb house on the Bouleyard de 
Montmorency, at Auteiiil,” 

“ "J'he Boulevard de Montmorency ? Indeed I that’s strange ! ** 

“Why?” 

“ Nothing. But I heard of some one to-day who lives there, and whom 
1 shall be obliged to see veiy soon. What is your millionaire’s name ? ** 
Madame Aubijoux, It is not a stylish nam^ by any means;*’ 
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Aubijonx ! ’* exclaimed Souscarriere. Her ha&baud is a weaver, 
tnanufacturer, and a commission-merchant besides.” 

** Yes. Do you know him ? ” 

** No, but I mean to make his acquaintance to-night. You must iut^- 
duce me.” y 

“ What ! do you mean to go to the ball? ” 

“ Why not? Do you imagine that I have been out of society so long 
that. I don't know how to conduct myself ? ” 

“ No, but this is a fancy-ball,” 

** Well, I'll hire a costume.” 

** You won't be able to find one. The carnival is over,** 

“ You have got one.” 

“ Yes, but I ordered mine a week ago of Delphiue Baron, and I had a 
great deal of trouble to get it. She cannot supply the demand since 
masquerades and ^cavalcades’ became fashionable again.” 

“ That’s all very well, but you can’t make me believe that by going to 
the shops and clothes-dealers ” 

“ They are shut up. It is half-past eleven, my dear uncle, And, bc- 
sidcs, you would find nothing but trash. You haven’t any desire to appear 
as a Spaniard of the Cortilla, I suppose ? ” 

“A troubadour, anything, I don’t care, as long as I go to Madame 
Aubijoux’s ball.” 

May I be permitted to ask why you so particularly wish to go? ” 

** Oh, 1 may as well tell you,” replied Souscarriere, after a moment’s 
thought. ** You know that this rascally Estelan has vanished, and that 
the police are looking for him, but have not yet found him \ ” 

“Yes ; but what nas that to do with 

“You will see. 1 am looking for Estelan as well.” 

“You, uncle?” 

“ Yea. Maugars wishes to know what has liecome of his good-for- 
nothing son-in-law. If he is dead, his death must be proved to make 
Madeleine free. If he is alive, Maugars particularly desires that he may 
disappear for ever, and I want to bring this about.” 

“How?” 

“By getting the scamp off to America, or Chino, and making him 
promise never to set his feet in France again.” 

“ That is a strange idea of yours, allow me to say.” 

“ Stmi^e or not, I mean to carry it out, and as I have so determined, I 
am taking every means to accomplish It. I at once began by inquiring 
who Estelan knew here in Paris.” 

“ He did not know any one, I believe, but the Neufgermains.” 

“ He knew them very slightly. He handed them some letter, when he 
came here, from a ruined gentleman whom he had met in Mexico.” 

“And it was upon the etrengtli of that recommendation that they 
introduced him to Monsieur de Maugaw ? What kind of beliaviour do you 
call that ? ” 

‘ * Neufgermain is a curmudgeon and a fool. His wife is envious and spite- 
ful, I told them what I thought of them, but I saw at once that they 
would not give me any useful information, and so I- went elsewhere to get 
it. I knew that Estelan liod mentioned an individual to Monsieur de 
Maugars’ notary, and I went at once to ask him the name of the man. 
Between ourselves, that Prunevaux is an odd sort of fellow. I went six 
tames to his oflSoe liefore 1 could find him. He was always out. However, 
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at last, this morning, I succeeded in finding him. Ho was showhig 
well, who do you think ? Why, that singer who took supper wi^' 
night that I arrived here.” "ih 

. “What! Rosine?” ' 

f “ No, not that one ; the other — the one who sang in a crapkiid voioO| 
and called me a general. ” 

“Ah, Antonia. Well, there’s nothing very smprising in that. She 
probably has some money to invest, and is less of a ‘ grasshopper ’ than is 
sujjposed.” 

‘ ‘ Perhaps so, but no matter. Prunevaux began, of course, by regretting 
the unfortunate occurrence which Inid taken place, which was ‘ so painful, 
etc., etc. ; but I cut him short, and asked him who gave him such a clear 
account of Estelan, He immediately replied that it was Monsieur Aubijoux, 
and did not fail to deny all responsibility in the matter ; he highly praised 
the honesty of this very wealthy merchant, wholiad himself been aeceived, 
he said, for he was incapable of countenancing a man of bad character. I 
did not stop to hear any more, for I had all I wanted, and I went off. The 
only thing now was to get at Aubijoux, so as to question him about Estelan. 
But tliis was rather dilllcult, It appears that this nabob has * andienees,* 
like a minister of state. You must send in your name several days before- 
hand so as to get an interview. Besides, there were chances of a cold 
reception. I know my own temper, and I should have broken out if h© 
had put on any uirs, and in that way I shouldn’t have learnt anything. 
But by presenting myself in the midst of a ball given by him, and by 
dexterously questioning him ” 

“But‘1 can’t introduce you to him, for I never saw hiiigi in my 
life.” 

“You will meet jieople there who know him, and— by the Way, there’s 
your friend Busserolles. ” 

“Oh, all my iduh friends will be there; and as for introducing you, 
there’s no 'difficulty about that, although you have no invitation. I think 
that they are not very particular at tliat house, ” 

“.Well, then?” 

“The costume is the difficulty.” 

“Zounds! I had forgotten that. Are you all obliged to be in fancy 
dress ?” 

“Absolutely. Not even a Venetian cloak M'ill be let in, as it might 
cover modern evening dress.” 

“ The devil take the crazy-hcaded woman ! Come, now, Ouy, haven’t 
you got anything that would do for me? You must have been to the 
Opera ball this M inter.” 

“Yes; but 1 wore a dress suit,” said Bautru, laughing, “Did you 
8iippo‘?e that I went as a clown ? ” 

“Wc used to go in fancy costume in my time,” said Souscarricre. 
“You must dress me up as a magician, a' monk, a Turk, 1 tell you, or no 
matter how, I shan’t stir till I am disguised in some way or another.” 

“I solemnly declare that I have not a spangled robe, a gown, or any 
loose trousers; but I might lend you one of the coats of mail in my 
collection.” • 

“ Armour ! — ^that’s a good idea ! Let us see your colleoticm ! ” exclaimed 
iSouscarriiire, going towards the gallery, followed by Guy, who was 
kiughing heartily. 

“Here is just what I want,” said the colonel, placing his muscular 
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band upon the shoulder of a euit of armour, oomplete from head to foot, 
which stood upon a pedestal in the midst of the museum. 

“What! Would you ” 

“Would I? Yes, I would. This helmet and cuirass will suit me tx- 
actly. I know how to wear them, 1*11 wager 1 I served a year in the 
Second Carbiniers when I came back from Africa.** 

“ The fact is, that you are exactly the height to wear the trappings of 
Henri HI. and his knights. He was over six feet tall, they say.*’ 

“I am five feet eleven; but no matter. Everything is here, armlets, 
cuirasses, jambiors, and gauntlets.” 

“ Do you mean to carry the lance?” 

“Are you laughing at me, master nephew? You will see the effect 
that I shall produce among the consumptive young striplings of the 
present day.” 

“ Oh, the efiTect will be prodigious ! But it remains to he seen whether 
you will be able to walk with this carapace upon you. ’* 

“ Walk ? I could fly ! Rii^ for Vour servant and tell him to bring all 
this iron into your bedroom. I shall take less time to put it on than you 
to get into your courtier’s dress. It isn’t midnight yet. Let me go iuto 
your dressing-room. I wUl smoke the stirrup-cigar, so to say, while you 
begin your toilet.” 

Guy did not attempt to contradict his uncle. He gjive his orders to 
Francois, and went to join the colonel, whom be found seated in a huge 
leather-covered arm-chair. Uncle Souscavrifere’s strange fan^y amused 
him so much that it made him forget for a time the threatened trip to 
V^sinet, which did not please him at all. 

However, his persevering uncle immediately returned to the subject of 
his friend Mau^ars’ mishaps. “ Your Paris is a city to fly from,” said 
he. “ Hothing is talked of but last week’s scandal. The papers are full 
of it. Last night they were calling out on the boulevards, ‘ The affair of 
La TriniW, one sou.* It is disgusting. You know some of these news- 
paper men, don’t you ? Didn’t you tell me that on the evening of tlie 
marriage, one of these scribblers received an anonymous letter, telling 
him of Maugars* son-in-law’s arrest? ” 

“ He showed it to me, but he did not publish it. He gave it to me, 
and I have it. Unfortunately, the other papers received similar letters, 
and that is what has spread the story.” 

“Yea; for the police would have kept quiet about it. The detective 
said so to Maugars. This is what the press is intcnc^d for, it seems.” 

“ The press did its duty, which is to keep the pumic informed of what 
is going on. Besides, whether the papers published it*br not it would 
have got about, for the count’s servants would have talked. But I wonder 
who the man e^^n be who set it going? Some enemy of Kstelan’s, no 
doubt; some wretch who knows his post, and has uselessly tried to black- 
mail him.” 

'Perhaps so,” said Souscarritre, thoughtfully, “hut I think that the 
bkJw comes from some enemy of Maugars, and when I say ‘blow,* I mean 
ihe two letters sent to the police, several months apart. The letter to 
the papers was only an accessory act of spite.” 

“ Has Monsieur de Maugars any enemies ? ” 

“Everybody has enemies, and by living as he used to live he must 
have made several. Maugars has had three periods in his life. He began 

being an excellent soldier^ and has ended by becoming a good father; 
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but betweea thirty and forty he wai a areat hunter of faKbfdden game. 
1 should not be surprised if one of the husbands whom he angered had 
resorted to this revenge.” 

• ‘ ‘ After the lapse of twenty years f That isn’t likely. ” 

“ Some never forget.” 

But this is attacking the daughter to get at the father/^ 

** Remark that the fellow who pointed out Estelan to the police oeuld 
have done so earlier, for he evidently knew where Estelau^was and what 
he did, but he preferred to denounce him on the very day when the 
scamp had married Madeleine at the municipal office. The thrust was at 
Maugars himself, you see.” 

You may be right, 1 did not think of that, and it seems to me t^at 
if this is the case^ Monsieur de Maugars ought to be able to find ihis 
enemy who is hiding himself, and who, perhaps, doesn’t yet aonsider 
himself sufficiently aveil)ged.” 

“ Ho ought, indeed, to know him, and if I oonld do my old comrade 

the service of discovering tlie mysterious scoundrel, I ” ‘ 

would willingly undertake the matter. The letter which I naws 
kept must be in his handwriting, and by keeping a sharp look'Oatr~’' 

“ True I a happy thought J You know a great many people^ tnd 
chance may put you upon the track of this anonymous writer. 1 must 
ask Maugars if he knows what becanie of the people who were likely to 
have a spite against him. There must be a long list. But no matten 
Work on your aide and I will work on mine. I will hunt up Esj^elan 
while yon hunt up the letter- writer, and, as things now stand, you Ceu 
make inquiries among your friends.” 

“I see but one who can give me any good advice, and who, at tiie 
same time, has sufficient knowledge of society to be useful to 

“ W ho is that ? Monsieur Busserolles ? ” 

‘‘No. Busserolles merely troubles himself about his pwn real or 
spurious love-afikirs. But I know a sensible man who has always been 
very friendly to me, and I think that I shall meet him to-night at 
Madhme Aubijoux’s^ ball, for he is somewhat intimate with her 
husband. ” 

“The deuce he is 1 that is exactly what we want- You must consult 
him, and introduce him to me. I must go to the ball to do all this, and 
it is now time to put on my armour wdiilo you put on your tights. Send 
for a cab. If I walked in my suit of mail I should be taken to the statipm 
house.” 

“ Don’t be alarmed, uncle,” replied Bautru, “ I have ordered a cS^riage. 
I don’t answer for your being comfortable in it, but an armed knil^t is 
utterly indifferent to comfort. My servant will help you to buckle your 
corslet, and in an hour from now we shall be at the house of mine host 
of the Boulevard Montmorency, making a triumphal entrance.” 


The stately houses in the Faubourg Saint-Germain are disappearing, one 
after another, to make room for wide macadamised roads. The tramways 
run across their open frontings, and the old trees of ^leir vast gardens 
have fallen under the wQodman’s axe. The escutcheons of sculptured 
S^pn^ 9n suo]^ doprkeepers’ lodges which still remain standing, attest the 
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vanished splendours of a glorious past ; but the high windows bare gone, 
and grass is growing between the bricks in the silent courtyards. 

Old aristocrats nave vanished, and modern aristocracy scorns these 
gloomy streets. Paris, like London, Vienna, and Berlin, is stretchititf 
towai'ds the west. It would seem as though all ^reat capitals followed 
the course of the sun. Rich and influential families no longer confine 
themselves to dull quarters. They require air, grass, and flowers. Their 
palaces have become villas ; and they are not wrong in making the change. 
What a marvellous horizon extends in front of the pretty houses in the 
Boulevard Montmorency ! In the foreground the green foliage of the 
Bois de Boulogne can be seen, and in the background, Mont Val^rien 
stands out at the hour of sunset against a sky of purple and gold. There 
are the fortifications, to be sure, which interfere somewhat with the 
picture, and the Auteuil railway, wdth its noisy locomotives, is too near ; 
out from the Italian terraces facing the white houses the eye reaches 
beyoud the ramparts, and in the shady groves around the steam-ivhistle 
is scarcely hoard. 

M Jean Aubijoux, the lord over many millions — a merchant prince, as 
the English say — had built himself a ch^teau^a real chdteau in the midst 
of a real park, full of trees brought from afar by the new process and 
transplanted on the new plan. He did not live there, and did not, per- 
haps, enjoy being there, for his tastes were not rural, and his interests 
frequently obliged him to be absent. Two important factories to manage 
in the North ; an immense export business to direct ; the despatch of goods 
to Brazil, Mexico, and the United States, occupied him entirely. 

This self-made man understood life to be the pursuit of wealth. He 
was not avaricious, and despised money, but ol)eyed that law of nature 
which urges ants and merchants to constant toil. He was a money- 
making man, just as others are money-spending men. He laughed when 
his well-filled coflers were alluded to, and he never mjlided ci*08Bing the 
ocean although he was forty years old. He had gone back and forward 
nineteen times. 

How he had found time to marry was what his friends could not guess. 
Ho had married, however, at thirty, and in haste, betvi een two trips. 
His wife was a poor ^irl, of good tamily, whom he had met at a house 
whore he did not visit more than three times in the course of a whole 
season. liCouie Chevry was twenty, and dowerless, with a pretty figure, 
a pleasing face, and light chestnut hair. She had charmed him at first 
sight, could not tell why. Busy men often have such whims. He 

married her as soon as the wedding could possib'y take place. He was 
already rich. L^enie was desirous of maiTyin|| a wealthy man, and her 
father, an egotistical old widower, who was living on his money, was only 
too glad to marry her oHi and live in his own way. So Jean Aubijoux 
was accepted without demur. 

The inarriag' had turned out very well. L^onie was not in love with 
her loi'd and master, but she appreciated bis good qualities, especially 
that which enabled her to satisfy her luxurious tastes and love of worldly 
pleasure. M. Aubijoux gave her all the money that she w'ohted. His 
cash-box was always open to her, and she drew from it large supplies. 
She rewarded him for his generosity by conducting herself so that she 
had never been talked about at all, although her husband's frec^uent 
al>sences left her in complete freedom. She made up for thus abstaining 
from id| flirtation by going everywhere under the protection of a 
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panion. Bbe went with her to balls^ to theatreSi and to the Boie de 
Boulogne, dragging after her a swarm of admirers, whom she never 
allowed to approach her on any other footing than that of formal 
acquaintance. 

She had said one day that she would like to own a princely establish- 
ment. M. Aubijoux struck the ground with his fairy wand of gold, and 
, from the soil between La Muette and the Ported’Auteuila royal t esidence 
at once aroseu Her husband had taken great pleasure in thus gratifying 
her wishes. ' The worthy dealer was not displeased to imitate the great 
noblemen of the old The Duke d*Antin caused all the trees of an 

avenue in his park at Petit Bourg to be cut down in one night, because 
tlit-y hid the view when Louis XIV. w^as bis guest. Aubijoux, in one 
month, had caused a forest to be transplanted to please his wife. 

L6onie had, indeed, only to express a wish, and lately she had taken it 
into her head to give a ball, w'hich should be difiGsrent from most enter- 
tainments of the kind. It was to be a fancy-dress ball, to which all 
stylish persons should be admitted, without reference to their family or 
even to their social positions, so long as they were respectable. 

Her husband, wdio had juSt arrived from Rio Janeiro, and was expect- 
ing to start again for New York in August, was delighted with the pros^ct 
of seeing several nat'onilities dancing in his rooms before he started on 
another long trip, an I so on the morrow of her request six hundred 
invitations were sent out, which admitted of bringing a friend with one, 
and that friend even a woman, providing she were respectable. The 
foreign colony residing around the Arc de Triomphe, aucf the gayest of 
the gay in the fashion£U)le world of Paris, bad made haste to answer this 
tempting cull, so that the ball promised to be a brilliant affair. 

The house was dazzlingly illuminated, and the electric light streamed 
over the thick foliage of the park. The night was superb, the sky 
extremely clear, without a cloud Upon its sarlaj;e ; and the air remarkably 
soft and balmy. Beyond the wide entrance gate there stretched an avenue 
of elms htty years old, and on the right and left of these transplanted 
trees *a lawn extended ^to a coppice. In front of the entrance sw'urms of 
footmen, whose liveries were covered with gold lace, w‘ere standing to 
receive the visitors, and the whole scene resembled some fairy spectacle at 
a theatre, such was its glitter and glare. * 

This is simply superb ! ” exclaimed Souscarricre, as the hired carriage 
which was conveying his nephew and himself stopped in front of tliis 
gorgeous entrance. ‘ ‘ I have never seen anything to equal it since the ball 
at the Tuilerles during the Exhibition in ’67. All that is wanting is the 
Im perial body-guard. Your Al onsieur Aubijoux must have found a diamond 
mine, or a petroleum field. I am curious to see him, and still more desir- 
ous to find some one to introduce me to him. He lives like a nabob.” 

“ Let us get out, uncle,” said Bautru. . *‘Let me help you.” 

“ What do you take me for? Your armour is not more than a feather 
to me. The jambiers feel a little tight at the knee, but they will soon 
loosen, you’ll see.'” 

Guy had already alighted, and w^as ready to hold out bis hand to help 
the armed knight. SduscaiTitre, however, w'as far too proud to allow his 
nephew to give him the least assistance in getting out of the carriage, in 
which he had been far from comforfeiblo. 

The appearance of the giant clad in mail produced an immense effect. 
The servants were wonderstvuck, and such guests as had not yet crossed 
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the threshold of the vestibule turned round in aetonifibment to gaze at the 
neMT^comer, who looked not unlike the statue of the commentfaf ore in the opera 
of lion Oiovanni. Sousoarri6re was not a man to let this scrutiny trouble 
him. Straight and stiff in his steel shell he walked up the steps with his 
helmet's visor raised. 

Guy, in his silken doublet, looked like his uncle's page, and his costume 
was a perfect success. He indeed admirably portrayed the elegant noble 
of the time of Charles IX. His delicate features and proud carriage would 
certainly have won him the admiration of the court of Catherine de Medicis, 
and he looked so much like M. de la Mole that had the Queen of Navarre 
been there she would have taken him for that gentleman of courtly fame 
and winning grace. 

He soon fell in with a group of his comrades, who were standing outside 
the first room, and who recognised him at once. Bnsserolles was dressed 
as Artagnan ; Girac, as a hussar of the First Kmpire^ covered with braid 
and embroidery; and Kangouze as ap Incroyable under the Directory. 
Still, however well they were got up, their appearance by no means equalled 
that af the uncle and the nephew. Souscarriere, who was surrounded and 
applauded on every hand, did not know what to reply. 

“ You ought to be sculptured, sir; I congratulate you on your appear- 
ance," said Busaerollea. 

** Your outfit is imposing, but 1 should think that it must be rather 
heavy,” sneered Girac. 

**Now, this is the kind of warrior that I admire,” exclaimed Rangonze. 
** There are none of them to be had nowadays.” 

Young gentlemen," quietly remarked the ex- chasseur d'Afrique, “I 
don't object to be admired, but I do object to being quizzed. I borrowed 
a helmet and a cuirass from my nephew because the idea came into niy head 
to attend this ball, and that was only a couple of hours ago. If my iron- 
work does not suit you, you can come and tell me so to-morrow at the 
Grand H6tel, and we will settle it with swords or pistols, as you like. 
My room is on the fourth floor, but there's an elevator. To-night, silence 
in the isanks. Those are my orders.” ^ 

This address produced an excell out efiect. The dazzling hussar became 
as solemn as a mdge, the Directory dandy almost disappeared into his 
neckcloth, and Busserolles' tune changed in a trice. “ I declare to you, 
sir,” said he in the most courteous tone imaginable, “that none of us 
would attempt to quiz our friend Bautru’s uncle. For my part, I solicit 
the honour of introducing you to Madame Au bijoux, for Guy, if 1 am not 
mistaken, does not know her any more than you do.” 

“ Upon my wol*d, you are right,” said Guy, “and I do not know why 
she invited me.” 

** I have often talked about you to her,” replied Busserolles, twirling 
his moustache with a lady-killing air. 

“Shfe has .avited all Paris,” remarked Girac. 

“Very good,” said Soiiscarriere, “but you must introduod me to her 
husband also, my dear Monsieur Busserolles.” 

“ That will be more difiicult, for I don't know him. He does not care 
mtxch, I believe, to know his guests, and he lets his wife do the receiving.” 

“ But he must be here, of course ! ” 

“Yes, after looking everywhere we may perhaps find him in some 
distant room or some corner of the sarden. T saw him just now talking 
to Bronevaux, but they have both of them vanished.” 
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•• Pninevaux, the notary ? ” 

“ Yes. He is dressed as a Turk.** 

- “And Aubijoiix as Moliere*s * Bourgeois Gentilhomxne.’ might 

f ive as much amusementi by playing their parts, as at the C^medie 
ran 9 aise. Just now they are taking the air in the park.” 

“ I don’t need any one, then/' said Sousoarri^re, “for Prunevaux will 
introduce me to Monsieur Au bijoux.” 

“ Meantime, uncle, we had better go to pay our r6si)6cts to Madame 
Aubijoux. Show us the way, Busseroues. vVliere is she to be^^ound t 
“In the front room, behind that screen of flowers, and if Monaieur 
Soiiscarricre will follow me we shall find her at once/’ 

A clump of rare exotic plants concealed the splendour of the room from 
those who were standing in the vestibule. Busserollca made ready to 
guide the uncle and nephew, but Sonscarri^re had changed his mind.' 

“Did you say that Prunevaux had gone out with the lord of all he 
surveys ? ’’ he asked of Kangouze. 

“ Yea, sir; I know where they are, and I shall bo happy to take^ou 
to them.” 

“I will go there, then. When you have seen enough of the ladles, 
Guy, you will find me under the trees. It must l)e suflbeating in the 
ball-room, and my hcad-picce would give the dancers a chill. 1 hod rather 
go outside to draw breath.” 

This plan suited Bautru, who did not at all care to show himself in com- 
pany wi|h his helmetcd uncle. 8o he let him go off with Kangouze. 
They passed down a hall filled with shrubs and flowers, and he entered 
the ball-room with the gaily attired Busserolles. At the end of an oval 
a])artment leading to an immense gallery stood a tall, slender blonde, 
sparkling with diamonds, and dressed as the Queen of Qrprua, with a 
gold-embroidered rpbe and a diadem. 

“ That is tile lady,” said Busserolles ; “ what do you think of her ? ” 

“ I will tell you after I have talked to her. At this distance I can 
only«ee the glitter of her jewels, which fairly dazzle my eyes,” replied 
Bautru in the same loAr tone in which his friend had spoken. 

The lady had caught sight of them, and to Guy’s utter astonishment 
she came towards them, instead of waiting for them to approach. Basse- 
roJles was already assuming airs on the strength of this mark of favour, 
when her words abruptly took down his conceit. 

“You have brought Monsieur de Bautru to introduce him to me,” said 
she at once. “ I cannot thank you enough for bringing him to me.” 

“ Madame,” began Guy, “ I am the one to feel grateful ” 

He stopped short, and the usual compliment did not come, for Madame 
Aubijoux’s voice had suddenly brought a recollection to his mind which 
startled him. Busserolles, surprised at not being called upon to tel! his 
friend's name, looked rather abashed and felt so. He pass^ Qn, after 
making a bow, 

Bautru was about to follow him, but Madame Anbijonx touched his 
arm, which was as much to say. “remain,” and so ho stood still, waiting. 
“ I did not think that* you would come,” said she “ I was very anxious 
to thank you for the service you rendered ino/* And, as Guy did not 
reply, she resumed, with a smile; “You have already forgotten, then, 
that you saved me from a very great danger ? Had you not come ao 
bravely to dofeJid nie, I do not know how my adventure might havo 
ended,” 
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This time Bautrii understood her. “Was it you, madaine, whom I ** 

“It was I. At Mabille! It is absurd, is it not? I ought to be 
ashamed to confess it, but I would rather do that than deprive myself t)f 
the pleasure of thanking you, and it was in order to do so that 1 invited 
you. Was I wrong ? ” 

“ I was wrong in not recognising your voice and figui’e, and I assure 
you, madame ” 

“Do not assure me of anything. We do not need to assure one 
another of anything as yet, and your friend is looking at us. You had 
better join him.” 

“ May I hope to see you again to-night ?” 

“You may,” said the Queen of Cyprus, raising her large blue eyes to 
Guy’s. 

He was about to ask when he should see her, but she left him and 
joined two ladies, one attired as a Neapolitan woman and the other as a 
Diana of Poitiers, who had just emerged from l)ehind the screen of flowers, 
which masked the door. 

The audience was over, and Bautni passed on. Busserolles, who was 
waiting for him, did not lose-a moment in questioning him: “So you 
know her?” he said, eagerly. 

“ Not at all.” 

“ Oh, don’t make a mystery of it. She did not give me time to intro- 
duce you, and she called you by name.” 

“ Because you had spoken of me. That is what she was telling me 
while you were taking Othollo-like attitudes, w’hich don’t in the least suit 
your musketeer’s uniform. It is my turn to ask you ; ‘ Do you know her ? ’ ” 

“I do know her, slightly.” 

“ A little, or a great deal, as you talk so freely with her about your 
friends.” 

“ That shows that I am not jealous of them.” 

“Jealous ! Why, how far does your intimacy go? Never mind ! »She 
is charming. Her eyes are brighter than her diamonds. But take me 
about, will you? You are used to coining here, I see.” 

Busserolles, despite his vexation, now led his friend from one gay 
scene to another. I'he great gallery was dazzling with gold, light, and 
diamonds. No one was dancing as yet, and the lady guests formed 
wonderfully beautiful groups. Nymphs with golden hair, dark gipsies, 
Bultauas, and duchesses of the time of Louis XV., were staiuliug side by 
side. Minerva, Madame de Mainteuon, Diana, and Marie Antoinette, 
foiined another group; while “Winter-nights,” “Summer-nights,” 

“ Starry-nigh ts,” and “ Venetian-nights,” made a third. 

Who were all these people ? Bautru, who went into society a great 
deal, could not place them. They were absolutely unknown to him. 
There were fcvver men than women, and those whom Guy recognised as 
bo passed were among the gayest men in Paris. The rest of the male 
guests belonged to the higher merchant circles, like the lord of the 
chateau himself, and Bautru cared very little whence they came. He had 
come to the ball merely to drive away the gloomy thoughts which had 
annoyed him for several days, and yet lie did not succeed in doing so. In 
the midst of all the glitter around him he was thinking how sad Madeleine 
de Maugars must be. Madame Aubijoux’s singular reception had diverted 
his thoughts for a moment, but now the recollection of Madeleine again 
took possession of his mind. 
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Little by little, too, he had again begun to think of hie uncle^s plane, 
and he asked himself what would result from the interview with M. 
Aubijoux, He expected no good result whatever, and w^ amused by 
the confidence which the ohi soldier displayed in relying upon ob- 
taining information about Estelan from a simple-minded merchant. He 
was still pondering thus, when, at the end of the gallery, as he reached 
a room which communicated with the garden, he suddenly found himself 
face to face with Fr^doc, disguised as an old peasant of Brittany, his 
costume being such as was worn under the reign of Louis XIV. 

“ Good evening, my dear friend,” said Guy, shaking hands with him j 
“lam delighted to meet you. I was looking for you.” 

“ Did you know I was coming to this ball, then ? ” 

“ Yes ; Busserolles told me so.” 

“ It is really folly, at my age, and a week ago I had no idea of goli^g 
to a fancy-dress ball at all. But Aubijoux urged me so much to accept 
his wife's invitation that I did not dare refuse.'^ 

“ Is Monsieur Aubijoux one of your friends ? ’* 

“ TJiat would be saying too much, but I often see him, I have an 
interest in his business. I am glad that I came, for these superb rooms 
and dazzling women make one mel as young as ever.” 

“The ball is a success, but it is too warm here, and I should like to 
get a breath of air. Will you come with me into the garden ? ” 

“Oh, willingly 1 It is admirably laid out. I will show you about. 
Will you come with us, Busserolles ?” 

“Thanks. I prefer to waltz,” replied Busserolles, who was not Sony 
to get rid of Bautru, as he wished to flutter about the Queen of Cyprus 
once more. 

“ Then I hope that you will enjoy yourself,” said Guy, who was glad 
to be left free to talk privately with Frddoc, They passed l>ehiud the 
orchestra-stand, which was hidden by flowers, and in the rear of tlie 
musicians they found a door adorned with green garlands. They passed 
thre^ugh this triumphal arch, as it were, into the park which they found 
to be so splendidly illuminated that it was as light as day, 

“We have not seen one another for an age,” said Fr6doc, in a friendly 
tone. “ I have been somewhat indisposed, and have not been to the club 
for a week. It is true that I heard of you, but the news was not good. 1 
was told that you were fleeced by that Brazilian at cards — 

“Yes, and for a large amount. I lost a thousand napoleons.” 

“ I advised you to keep away.” 

“I ought to have listened to you. But I was destined to rush to ruin.** 
** I trust that it is not so bad as that^ but if you need any money 1 hope 
that you will come to me. ” 

“Thanks, my dear Fr^doc, I thought of you at first, but Bnngouze told 
me of a money lender who got me out of my scrape.** 

“ Rangonze is very obliging, but the service he did you must have cost 
you dear.*’ 

“ Forty per cent., or thereabouts, and I signed a note at thirty days ; 
but before the mouth ^ meet it.” 

“You would have done better to have gone to supper when you left 
Mabille.” 

“ Speaking of Mabille,” said Bautru, delighted at the opportunity of 
changing the subject, “ do you remember the letter which I showed you, 
a letter addressed to the paper that M^tcl works for.*** 
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** Yet, end 1 have been grieved to hear that the etory is true. I do not 
really know what to think of such a deplorable affair.” 

It is all the more deplorable as Kstelan is not dead as was thought at 
first. He will undoubtedly be arrested, tried, and convicted, and the 
affair will make a terrible stir, and disgrace Monsieur de Maugars. ” 

“ I fear that it -will, and I pity the count with all my heart. You have 
no doubt seen him since all this occurred. How does he bear his mis- 
fortunes 1 " 

‘^He does not bear them at all. He talks of blowing out his brains, 
and I am afraid that ho will really do so if his son-in-law is arrested.” 

Will Monsieur de Maiigars remain in Paris ? ” 

“No, he has gone into the country to V^sinet.” 

“ With Mademoiselle de Maugars, of course. What a horrible situation 
for that young lady 1 ” 

“Horrible is the word. The poor girl is in despair, but she does not 
know the truth, for her father told her that Estelan was accidentally 
killed by falling from the window.” 

“ What ! Does she believe herself to be a widow ? ” 

“Yes, Monsieur de Maugars did right in concealing from her the 
fact tliat the wretch whose name she bears is likely te end at the 
galleys.” 

“She will know it soon enough. However, it seems to me, that 
Monsieur de Maugars has been imprudent, for his daughter might think 
of marrying again — not now, I don’t mean that, but later on. And her 
lot would be still more frightful than it now is, if, thinking herself free to 
dispose of her affections, she should bestow them — upon yuti, for instance, 
my dear Guy. Excuse my frankness in si)eaking out, but I have such a 
liking for you that it gives me a right, perhaim, to do so. However, if 
you think that amiss ” 

“1? not at all 1 I am greatly obliged so you for pointing out this 
danger, and to prove to you that 1 do not take it amiss, 1 will tell you, in 
my turn, all that I think, and all that I intend to do. You must give me 
your advice, my dear friend.” 

“ I am quite at your disposal, my dear Guy, not only as to advice but 
help at any time. ” 

“Thanks, Fiddoc. I accept. You have more experience than I, and 
I possess blind confidence in yoo. Let me confess, then, that before this 
fatal marriage took place 1 was really in love with Mademoiselle de 
Maugars. I ceased to see her, but I am not sure that I do not love her 
still. 1 know that she Wcas not indifferent to me, and, it may be, she still 
remembers me. So I would rather not expose myself to the danger of 
renewing an intimacy which would only reduce us both to despair, as her 
rascally husband is still alive.” 

“ But if lie w’cre dead ” 

“ If he were load 1 should be only- too happy to marry Mademoiselle 
de Maugars. A week ago I told you the reverse of this, but I was not 
sincere. I was deceived as to my own feelings. But I am so no longer, 
and I will tell you all.” 

“ My dear Bautru, I am deeply sensible to this frankness on your part, 
and I can understand how it is that you brave prejudice in saying that you 
wouhi be willing to become Monsieur d’Esielan’s successor.” 

“ If he still lives, as I fear he does, the only remaining hope is that he 
may disappear for ever, and he must be given the means of doing so, in 
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order to spare Monsieur de Maugars the pain of hearing his daughter’s 
name in an assize court.’* 

“ 'J’hat would be very generous on your part, my dear Bautru, and I 
confess, tliat if I were in your place, I should not have the courage to 
leave the man who had stolen my happiness unpunished.” 

“1 do not think that I have such courage. It is my uncle who has 
niidertukcn this disagreeable task.” 

“ Your nuclei he is not in Paris, is he?” 

“Not only in Paris, but here at this ball. I brought him here with an 
object wliich you will presently understand. Ho and I are agreed oh a 
plan, and we shall divide operations. Be will try to find Esteian, and 1 
shall try to find another scoundrel, still viler and more cowardly-~the moA 
who, by his anonymous denunciations, caused the dLsaster which h^.& fallen 
upon Monsieur de Maugars and his daughter. I rely ripon you, my friend# 
to help me in finding that man. I appeal to your wisdom and rely on your 
devotion. And, in the first place, I ask you, ivlio can have committed 
this infamous act ? ” 

The conversation between Fr^doc and Bautru was carried on in a soli- 
tary avenue shaded by tall acacias and bordere^d by thick hedges. ** 

The ball had only commenced, and guests had not yet begun to stream 
out into the park. Still, some lords and ladies in court-dress were to bo 
seen passing at the end of the aveinns trying to imagine that they were 
all following the “(Ireat Monai'ch” through the groves of Versaifies, 
Hero and there, a goddess escorted by a mere mortal dressed as a marquis 
or a Tsigane, could bo espied, or a Trianon shepherdess, with a troop of 
admirers of every period. But these groups disappeared as soon as pet* 
coived, and the hum of their distant voices did not disturb the two friends, 
(luy was somevi hat surprised at seeing no more of his uncle and Bangouze, 
who had gone off after M. Aiibijoux. 

“ Yes,” he resumed, “ I beg you to tell me what you think of these 
letters, sent one after another to the police and the uewspapex's, to de- 
nounce Esteian and disgrace Monsieur ue Maugars.” 

I think that they were sent by some enemy of that fellow Esteian,” 
replied Fri^doc, at once. 

“My uncle does not agree with you. He thinks that they were written 
by an enemy of the count.” 

“ That is unlikely, but not impossible. Have you kept the one which 
M6tel gave you ? ” 

“ Yes, indeed ! I put it carefully away in my desk. It may serve us 
later on. But I ask you, who arc an old Parisian, and who know almost 
everybody, are you acquainted with any one who has any reason to wish 
to be avenged on Monsieur de Maugars ?” 

“ My dear Guy, I don’t know so many people as you imagine, and you 
have much too high an opinion of my wisdom. I know a good many per- 
sons, it is true, but I have never had anything to do with the Count de 
Maugars, and I am not able to sa^ whom he may have offended, if, indeed, 
he has given offence to anybody.* 

“ 8ome husband, for instance ? The count used to be rather a rake. ” 

' “ Formerly, long-ago, for he must be sixty now. These much-deceived 
men must he dead.” 

“ That is what I said to my uncle.” 

“ Besides, I don’t see what interest you can have in solving the ques- 
tion. The harm is done ; what matters who did it ? ” 
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** Excufie me, my dear friend ! If tbe blow was directed at Maugais, 
he must be open to other attacks, and it is important to preserve him from 
them by unmasking the hidden persecutor wno is trying to ruin him.” 

“No doubt; but what can Monsieur de Maugars fear now? He has 
been wounded in all that he held dear on earth, ms daughter, the honour 
of his name ** 

“ There is hU fortune left.” 

“It is safe in his notary’s hands. Monsienr Pninevaux is a most reli- 
able man. ^ His honesty is above suspicion, he has almost the largest prac- 
tice in Paris, and, besides, he has other resources.” 

“I know that, and I don’t believe that he would embezxle Monsieur de 
Maugars’ money. What I ask you, my dear Frtidoc, is to let me know in 
case you should come upon the track of the accuser. ” 

“ R^ly upon me ; but I doubt whether that will ever happen. ” 

“You would be more likely to find him than I. You told me just now 
^at you knew Monsieur Aubijoux. Well, Anbijoux knows this felluw 
Estolan.”^ 

“ Aubijoux met him in Mexico, where his business has often taken him, 
but he has never been intimate with him, to my knowledge.” 

“ But still, he endorsed him. It was of Monsieur Aubi joux that Prune- 
vaux obtained the information which Monsieur de Maugars required about 
his future son-in-law. ” 

“ I W'as not aware of that,” said Fr^doc, thoughtfully. 

“ I was ignorant of it also. But my undo told me so this evening. He 
was told of it by Pninevaux himself, and he came to this ball to find out 
something more about it. ” 

“How?” 

“It is easy to understand. ^ I thought that I should meet you here, 
and that you would introduce him to Monsieur Aubijoux, at my request. ” 
Nothing easier; but I don’t see ” 

“.He thought that Monsieur Aubijoux would perhaps know what has 
become of Estelan.” 

“ I doubt that ; and if he knows, I don’t think lie will tell us.” 

“ Why not? Estelau isn’t his friend. He may have been so ; but an 
honourable merchant does not take the part of a thief. My uncle will 
appeal to his conscience. He wili tell him the situation of Maugars and 
his daughter. He will tell him that the question is not to give the guilty 
man up to the law, but to help him to fly. Monsieur Aubijoux won*t 
refuse^ to second him, even though he may be interested in Estelan.” 

“ That may be,” muttered Fredoe, "who listened with kind attention to 
his young friend’s reasoning.” 

‘ ‘ What kind of man is Aubijoux ? ” asked Bautru. 

“Aubijoux ? He is like an iron bar, stiff and rigid. Ho can’t be made 
to change. He is kind and obliging, but wonderfully firm in business 
matters. I should like him as a friend, but 1 should dread him as an 
enemy. 

“I hope, then, that he will be on our side. What do you think of his 
wife?” 

“She seems to have been true to him. But let us return to Monsienr 
Souscarri^re, your uncle. I should like to see him, as he thinks of apply- 
ing to mo.” 

“Oh ! he found some one who undertook to introduce him to Mon- 
sieur Aubijoux, ” 
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“ Who is that ? ” 

“RangouzeJ^ 

** I didn't know that Eangouze was on such good terms with our host 

to venture to do that. He has done some little business with Aubijoux, 
but not enough to have any importance in his eyes. Your unde might 
have chosen letter. ” 

He did not choose at all. Rangouze flung himself at his head, so to 
say. He told him that Monsieur Aubijoux was walking about the park 
with Monsieur Prunevaux, and offered to take him where he thought they 
might be found.” 

** Ah ! Prunevaux is here, then ? ” 

“ Yes ; and dressed, it appears, as a Turk. I am greatly surprised by 
this notary’s style of living. He goes to Mabille, and does not hesitate to 
appear at fancy balls. ” 

“ He is fond of pleasure, like all who liave loi^ been deprived of it, 
Prunevaux was very much under restraint in his youth. Hut he is an 
honest man. ” 

1 don’t doubt that, and 1 hope that we shall And him in the grove, 
I remember, now, that it was he, and not RaUgouze, who was to do the 
introducing. Rangouze merely offered to serve as a guide, and he took 
my uncle away with b>m, for he did not care to be seen by the ladies. 
They must be somewhere about here.’' 

Oh, the park is large, and we might Wander about for. a long time 
without coming across them. Besides, Aubijoux has his duties as a host 
to attend to ; and, although he would, I admit, willingly dispense wdth 
tliern, I presvmo tliat he must have gone back to join his wife for fear of 
being found fault with. We had better ” 

“Hush ! ” said Bautru, in a w'hisper ; ** I hear some one talking behind 
this hedge, and I think that I recognise Prunevaux’s voice.” 

I’m certain that it is Aubijoux who is talking.” 

The two x»prson8 hidden behind the trees came nearer, and a voice wag 
heard exclaiming : “No, sir; it’s impossible. I do busineBs, but not this 
kind 4 )f business. I am a merchant — ^not a money-lender.” 

“ Is that yon, my dear Aubijoux ? ” exclaimed Pri^^doc. “ I w'as looking 
for you. ” And he went rapidly forward towards an opening in the hedge. 

Almost immediately Bautni saw tw'o men approach, one of whom was 
well known to him — Prunevaux, richly at^rea as a Turk, >vitli flowers 
ciiibroidered upon his dolinau and an immense turban upon his head. The 
notary, thus dressed, w'as the oddest figure imaginable, but he did not 
seem nearly as merry as at Mabille. 

His companion looked better in the curled wig of Monsieur Jourdain, 
the Bourgeois-Gentilhomme, and it was easy to guess why he had chosen 
this dress, for he wore the rhinegrave coat with its gold braid, the 
embroidered vest, and the lace ruffles, as though he hail never worn any- 
thing different in his life. But his rugged' features did not, in the lea^t, 
recall the type of the Bourgeois-Gentilhomme, as created by MoU^re. 
They seemed to be hewn, not chiselled. His forehead was low and 
prominent, his nose salient, his lips compressed, his chin projecting, and 
his eyes shaded by thiok eyebrows. 

There was something sympathetic about his face, although not much, 
but it was by no means commonplace, and it was easy to see at a glotice 
that M. Aubijoux had great strenjjtJi of purpo'>e and unusual energy, 
**Ah, it is you, Fr^doc,” he exclaimed, and his somewhat surly look 
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vanished, a pleasant smile appeared on his face, and he showed his white 
teeth. Bautru now began to think him less ugly than before, “ You are 
like me, my dear friend,” added Aubijoux, gaily, ‘‘you have run away 
from the ball-room. I could not endure it any longer, I was melting, and. 
so I followed Monsieur Prunevaux who had the courage to talk to me 
about business under the trees. Lawyers are pitiless men. ” 

“You must excuse me, sir,” said Prunevaux, with a piteous look, “I 
chose my time very badly, 1 admit, but you are so beset at your office 
that I took time by the forelock. ” 

“Oh, 1 forgive you, and I answered you frankly. That’s my way. I 
don’t like business men who do not settle matters at once. It is yes or 
no with me. Ask Fredoc if it isn’t.” 

“My dear Aubijoux,” said the amiable sexagenarian, whose testimony 
was called for, “ allow me to introduce Monsieur Guy de liautru to you.” 

“Very happy, sir, to make your acquaintance. How do you like my 
wife’s ball ? It is a superb affair, is it not ? Ldonie knows what she does. 
But she has invited too many guests, and they have too many diamonds. 
My eyes ache with them. Some of the costumes are certainly surprising. 
There’s bne man over there, in what I suppose is a costume, but he 
looks like a giant clad with steel. See, he has just entered the avCiiue. 
He might be a statue if ho did not walk,” 

Guy tuimed hastily round, and by the light of the electric lamps he saw 
uncle SouscarriJire, who was coming towards him as fast as was possible 
in the trappings he wore. Bangouze fluttered beside him in bis “ Incroy- 
able ” dress, and as soon as he espied M. Aubijoux and Prunevaux, he 
pointed them out to the knight he was guiding, and then beat a retreat. 

“ I am the giant’s nephew,” said Bautru, laughing. 

“What I ” exclaimed Fr^Jdoc, “ is the walking armoury your ” 

“ My uncle. Monsieur Souscarribre, who wishes to pay hi» respects to 
Monsieur Aubijoux, and relies upon Monsieur Prunevaux to introduce 
him.” 

“I will save him some steps then,” said M. Aubijoux, politely, “for 
it cannot be easy for him to walk about with all ^lat weight upon him.” 
And he advanced to meet the knight. 

Introductions took place as usual. The sight was an odd one. Prune- 
vaux was blushing, turbaneu though he was, Fredoc was gazing at the 
uncle, the uncle at Aubijoux, and the latter was greatly amused with the 
astonishing warrior who was walking about in his park. Bautru, some- 
what annoyed, was mentally askmg himself M'hat would be the result of 
this strange meeting. 

However, M. Souscarribre came to the point without any preamble. 
“I thank you for your kind reception, sir,” said he to the merchant, 
“ and I should be greatly obliged to you if you would kindly grant me a 
few moments’ private talk. I wish to ask you for some special informa 
tion, and I — 

“Excuse me, uncle,” said Bautru, “but it seems to me idle to ask for 
a private talk, as Monsieur Prunevaux knows all about the matter on 
hand, and I have just been speaking to Monsieur Fredoc concerning it.” 

“ Ah, very well ; then this is the gentleman whom you mentioned to 
mo. I will speak out, then,” and Souscarribre accordingly began : 

“ Monsieur Prunevaux, who is here present, assured me that you were 
very well acquainted, sir, with the Monsieur Estelan who married Made- 
moiselle de l^ugars last week, and who——'* 
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I know wkat you are about to add,” said M. Aubi|oux, promptly, 
** and 1 Bimply wish to say at once that Estelau ia quito umocent of the 
infamous act of which he is accused.” 

• “Eatelan innocent ! ” exclaimed Souscarriire, “ But you oan’t mean 
it, sir. There is a warrant out against him. He was about to be arrested 
on his wedding-day, when he ran off. ” 

“ 1 know all that ; 1 saw him immediately after what ocourred. He 
* came to me.” 

‘ ‘ To you ? H ere ? ” 

" No ; to my office on the Boulevard Eoissonnierc, I was there, and 
he told me everything.” 

“You said nothing of all this to me, my dear Aubijoux,” remarked 
Fr^^doc. 

“ Why should I have done so ? You do not know Estclan ; but I 
do, and I would guarantee his honesty as I would my own, I knew him 
in Mexico under circumstancrea which show what a man is.” 

“ He is accused of a theft committed ten years ago,” said Bautru. ^ 

“He is accused wrongfully. Estelan, ten years ago, w^as the same 
kind of mail that he is now.” 

“Butihelau' ” 

“ The law has taken a serious view of a slander. It is, or rather was, 
wrong. Estelan will clear himself.” 

“ Why did he not do so at once ? ” 

“His father-in-law refused to hear a word, but gave him a pistol, 
requiring tliat he should blow out his brains ; and the poor young fellow 
almost obc^yed the madman’s orders.” 

“ I have the honour of being a friend of the Count de Maugars,” said 
Souscarricre, hastily. 

“ VV’’ell, then, if you are, I beg you to tell him from me that he has 
himself to thaijk for what has happened.” 

“ Wliat would you have had him do ?’* 

“ Let his soii-in-law speak before a sensible magistrate. A man who 
is acciTsfcd is not condcryned without proof, and I defy anybody to bring 
proof against Estelan. If your Monsieur de Maugars had had any self- 
possession everything could have been arranged. But ho lost his head and 
thought himself dishonoured because his daughter’s husband was about to 
be arrested. No one knew anything about it, and the law had no interest 
whatever in noising the matter about. A quiet inquiry would have been 
' made, and it could only have resulted in establishing Estelan’s innocence. 
He would have been set free at once. Monsieur de Maugars went too far. 
Estelan took the only chance that was offered, and escaped at the risk of 
his life. It is a miracle that he did not kill himself in leaping from the 
window. But the story was spread about all over Paris. The papers 
were full of it, and now the harm is irreparable. Estelan may show that 
there has been a judicial error, but the stupid public will not overlook the 
fact that he has been suspected of stealing. ” 

This earnest assertion of facts made a great Impression upon Aubijoux’s 
listeners. Prunevaux,^ especially, seemed convinced. He was, in a 
manner, listening to his* own justification, for he had greatly favoured the 
unfortunate match. Fr^doc, on his Bi<le, seemed to be reflecting. 

Bautru hung his head as he heard M. Aubijoux’s eloquent words, and 
M. Souscarri^re, who had a great deal of good sense, felt the justice of 
the arguments brought forward by this unexpected defender. He began 
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to think that Maugara had been in too much of a hurry, but he waa not 
yet convinced that Eatelan had nothing to reproach himself v^ith, and he 
so declared. 

" Well, it may be as you say,” said he. I admit that Maugars was 
wrong, but what will Kstelan do? You say that he means to clear 
himself. If that is what he intends to do he seta about it strangely. It 
isn’t iy going abroad that he will accomplish it,” 

Who says that he is abroad ? ” replied M. Aubijoux. 

“ Where is he, then ? ” 

‘■You can’t imairine that I am going to tell you that.” 

“Very well! Then he is hiding, and you are helping him to conceal 
himself. I don’t say anything against it, but I will at least ask when and 
how there is to be an end to'tbe present state of things?” 

“ I iiave no right to answer that question.” 

“You tliiiik, perhaps, that I am looking for Monsieur d’Estelan to 
hand him over to the police. You are altogether mistaken. If 1 found 
him I should simply ask hiin to put an end to the agonies of a justly 
irritated father auil an unhapx>y wife, i should say to him : ' If you are 
guilty, disappear for ever. If you are innocent, make haste to prove it. 
There are many tears shed and much suffering in the house where giief 
has come on your account.’ ” 

Souscarriere was right. M. Aubijoux looked up and started. Then in 
a Voice which showed signs of emotion, he replied : “ No one more deeply 
deplores than I <lo, sir, the sad misfortune which the young lady 
whom Kstelan married has met with. I cannot take upon myself to tell 
you where he has gone, for the secret was confided to me by him, and I 
shall not betray it. Hut I can assure you that Kstelan needs no one’s 
help, that he will not be arrested, and that, on the contrary, he will soon 
re^appear, complqtely cleared. He is now collecting the proofs of his 
innocence. When he has done this he will voluntarily go before the 
investigating magistrate who has this sad affair in hand, and the prosecu- 
tion will be declared, null and void at once. Tell this to Monsieur de 
Maugars, sir. Tell him, also, that Kstelan has forgiven him for the harm 
which he has done to him.” 

“That is all very well,” grumbled Souscarriere ; “ but a theft has been 
committed, and as long as the culprit is not found no one will believe 
that your friend is innocent.” 

“ Kstelan is looking for the real offender, and I need not hide from you 
that be is upon his track.” 

“ Oh, if the true criminal were found,” said Fr6doc, “ things would 
take another turn. But, after ten years ” 

“ It is difficult, no doubt. But it is not impossible. The robbery was 
committed by another clerk who W'as in the merchant’s employ at the 
same time Kstelan. Kstelan was accused because be went away on the 
day after the robbery. The other clerk remained. He was aware that 
EsteUn intended to leave, and he chose the night of his departure to 
break the safe open, hoping that he himself would not be suspected, and 
that the absent clerk would be accused.” 

“And you know where this wretch now is?” 

“Not yet, but wo shall know very soon. My correspondent at Mar- 
seilles has sent tne word that he lefc the country after the war, to set up in 
business at Algiers. He did, indeed, go there, but he did not r^iain for 
Icmg, and it is probable that he is now living in Paris under a false name, ” 
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** But he must have made off now that the affair has been reported in 
the papers, for he must know that if Estelan is arrested, bis name will 
bo- given.” 

* ' No, for the public are ignorant that Estelan is accused of a crime 
committed at Marseilles in 1870, and, besides, when he was the real 
^ criminal’s fellow clerk, he simply called himself Vallouris. The culprit 
* can’t guess that Vallouris is Estelan,” 

“True,” muttered Frddoc. 

“ Well, sir,” said Souscarrifere, “I think a great deal of your vieW^s as 
regards the son-in-law of my friend Mangars, but it isn’t proved that they 
will be shared by the magistrates who will try him; and it would, I 
think, be better that he should cross the frontier for the time being, 
he might be arrested at any moment.” 

*• Don’t be afraid of that, sir; 1 will answer for it that the police wcwt’t 
find him. He is not witliin their reach.” 

“I hope not. But I advise you not to speak in that way before other 
persons, as, for instance, a detective, for he would ceitainly imagine ^ou 
were liarbouring the fugitive.” 

“He w'ould he mistaken; Estelan had no need of me to conceal 
himself. He had the presence of mind to go home and take all the 
money that belonged to him. With money, people do whatever they 
wish. I only helped him with my advice, and I repeat that he is quite 
safe.” 

“If tjiat is the case,” said Seuscarriere, after a short pause, “I 
nave only to ask you in the name of those who have been reduced 
to despair by this sad affair, to do all you can to bring it to a speediy 
conclusion. ” 

“ liely upon me as to tliat,” replied Aubijoux. “And on my side I 
hope I can rely upon yon, gentlemen, not to allude to what has been said 
here. I am sure of my friend Frddoc’s discretion.” 

“ Be sure of mine,” exclaimed Prunevaux. ** Mademoiselle de Mangars* 
wcdcKiig lias given me trouble enough as it is, for Wrew up the contract^, 
and I may venture to* say that I am reproached with' not having known 
uior* about the future husband, as though I could possibly have l>eeu 
aware that he was being looked for by the police, and had anything in his 
past life against him ! ” 

“My nephew and I will l)e silent, sir,” said Souscarri^re. “I shall 
not even tell my friend Maugars that I have said anytliing to you.” 

“You are right in that. When Estelan reappears Monsieur de Maugai's 
wdll have the pTeasurc of the surprise. And now, gentlemen, allow' me to 
rejoin Madame Aubijoux. She will not forgive mo if I neglect my duties 
as host any longer. 1 am obliged to be on hand at supper, and it will be 
early. The sun rises early now, and L^onie says nothing annoys women 
more than being seen at dawn in full dress.” 

“ I will go back with you,” said Prunevaux, hastily, wishing to avoid 
certain ouestions from Fredoc. 

Aubijoux thereupon took leave of his gtlests and went away with the 
notary. • 

“ Well ! ” exclaimed Souacariidre, “ I never expected to liear from tliia 
worthy man's lips that Estelan is as white as snow.” 

“Do you believe that he is?” said Frc^doc, somewhat sneeringly. 

“Not exactly, but 1 admit that what Monsieur Aubijoux says has made 
lae reflect/* 
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’ Aubijoux cannot be shaken in his friendship, and will never admit 
that he has been mistaken. Monsieur d^Estelan might be sent to the 
galleys, but he would still assert his innocence.” 

Then you think, sir, that he is guilty?” 

“ I know nothing about it. What I see in all this, and very clearly 
too, is that Aubijoux knows where he, is an|^hat the pair are {)laying a 
very dangerous game. The police are mucMpliKper than they think, and 
if they catch Estelan there will be a frightf^Jcandal. ” 

And he would protest and call upon ^onsieur Aubijoux’s ^timony 
In vain, you see. The affair would follow its regular course. The inno- 
cence of a man is not demonstrated like a mathematical prdblem, on tho 
spot. 1 return to my hrst idea. 1 shall try to find Kstelan, and when I 
do so I shall give him his choice between expatriation and a sword-thrust. 
What do you think of that, sir ? ” 

“I like the plan.” 

** I am delighted ! My nephew has entire confidence in you ; so have 
I, and I hope to see more of you.” 

“ I beg you to believe, sir, that I am quite at your service. If I learn 
anything that can be of any use to you J will let you know at once. ” 

Thanks,” said Souscarri^re, placing his gauntleted hand in that of 
his obliging acquaintance. “ Allow me to call upon you.” 

“ Whenever you please, sir ; your nephew knows my address. 1 leave 
yon with him. You must have a great chial to say to one another, and I 
wikli to rejoin Aubijoux. When I nave him alone he will be confidential, 
perhaps, and if I learn anything of interest I will tojl it to you.” • 

“Your friend is a fine man,” said Souscarriere to Guy, when Fredoc 
had left them. “I like frank, open dispositions. You must take me to 
call on him some day. ” 

“With pleasure ; but now that we are alone, I must tell you that 1 do 
not'in the least wish to go to V^sinet. Estfdan is as alive as any man can 
be, it appears, and in Paris, besides. If he is arrested and convicted 
ho will be Mademoiselle de Maugars’ husband none the less ; and if tho 
accusation proves false, ho will triumphantly reauine his rights as her 
husband. It would bo madness for me to return to a house which I could 
not visit if he returned there himself. ” 

“You are right, perhaps. I will see Maugars and excuse you to him. 
But if you renounce Madeleine, what will you do ? ” 

“ Follow your advice ; finish ruining myself and then enlist, I shan’t 
require more than six months to wind up.” 

“Why not ruin yourself only two-thirds and enlist now ? ” 

“ No ; I want to go the length of my tether ; and to begin, I am going 
back to the ball-room. Don’t you wish to see the sight ? ” 

“No, I, am going home to lay aside my warlik^e garb. I have had 
enough of the bail, although I don’t regret having come hero. I presume 
that your roan-sefvant will be up.” 

“ He is waiting for you, uncle, and I must beg you to take the carriage 
that brought ua here. I will obtain a cab. ” 

“ Very good. You will sleep until noon, I suppose. Before you go to 
bed be kind enough to tell your groom to be at the stables at nine* I 
should like to try one of your horses to-morrow*** 
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VI. 

tjNCLK SonsoAKBiERE always went to work in a military maUndt. When 
he made up his mind to do a thing he did it, and when he oiiee formed a 
, plan he executed it as determined upon. 

At a quarter to nine he was on his way to the Rue Auber. The knight 
of the Renaissance had become a country gentleman again. He had 
scarcely taken time to sleep, but he did not think of that, for he proposed 
to ride three miles before Gu3»^ was out of bed. So he was not a little sur- 
prised to find his nephew at the stables watching his gtoom, who wal, 
saddling a bay horse which was not very well up to the ex -colonel’s weighkt.'- 
“ Bravo !” sliouted Souacarri^re. “ I begin to think that you will do 
well in the regiment. H ow in the world did you mSnage to be up so early?” 

“ Very easily,” replied Bautru. I did not go to bed.” 

“Indeed ! \Vhen did you leave the ball, then ? Is it over ? ** 

“ I don’t think that it is. At five they were all at supper, and liter 
that there was a cotillion that seemed endless. I am sorry that you 
not stay. The sight wtis beautiful on entering the supper-room. There 
was plate such as is seldom seen, and the most delicate Sfevres porcelaiiL 
And there were flowers everywhere, even around the dishes^ W© at© 
amidst roses. I say nothing of the women, for they all were ohaniiing.^* 

“ Oho I then, you had a very* fine thne of it ! It must b© much dtuler ^ 
than tl^t at Vesinet.” 

“ I fear so, but I assure you that all I could to forget that. If 

you blame me 1 can only repeat wt® 1 said when we parted last night. 
Madeleine de Maugars is not a wid^i I had better forget her,” 

“ Vou made love to your neighhi^iql at supper, I suppose, in order to 
forget her the sooner ? ' 

“ No, I didn’t, and T am the more deserving of praise as the lady seemed 
pleased with my society.” 

“Then, out of contradiction, she will like you all the better as you did 
not court her. That is the way with women. Bid you see Monsieur 
Aubiioux again ? ” 

“Yes, in the distance. He was walking 
his curled wig in full feather, and playing hi 
as naturally as can ho imagined. But 
least like Madame Jourdaii^ ’Fr^doc 
Do you know, 1 think, thtypae merely j 
had some pleasant busine«^'ansactioi 
for that reason? Busin|wme] 
notes when due he is aspPltiest 
“Yes, I think with Jmuthat hc^ 

and I fancy Estclan Woa^l» reappel^ — ^ ^ , 

now appears impracticaiMfe ; this scoundrel is so hidden away he will 
not be found. M augars will do as well to remain in retirement as I advised, 
and I see nothing better for you than the Chasseurs d’Afrique. That is 
no reason why I shoufdn’t go to thank Monsieur Fr^doc for his kindness. 

' If you like, we will go to call upon him after breakfast, and you must 
breakfast with me, my lad ! I shall be back between ten and eleven.” 

I will wait for you, uncle ” 

•* 1 shall have a good appetite, I ]^omis6 yon. How mueh did yon pay 


out among the tables with 
t of Bourgeois Gentilhomin© 
Ifme Aubijoux is not in the 
fiat her husband idolises her. 

I Estelan’s part because be has 
|h him, and thinks him faultless ' 
pthat because a chap meets his 

en deceived just like Maugars, 
ly first plan was the best, but it 
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for this horse ? ” added Souscarribre, examining the animal which the 
groom was now leading forward. 

** Three thousand three hundred francs.** 

* * You were swindled ! 1 would not give more than a hundred napoleons 
for him, nor even that.’* 

**He wouldn’t suit you; you would kill him in six weeks,** exclaimed 
Bautru, with a laugh. 

** Don’t be afraid, I’ll take good care of the beast. I don’t want you ’ 
to be the loser when you have to sell him. That will soon happen, I 
imagine, for 1 have had a letter from my agent, who tells me that the 
Bois-Guillaume farm is for sale.” 

True. I have a back debt to pay, and I don’t wdsh to leave any of 
the kind behind me when I enlist. You ought to buy the farm yourself.” 

“ And pay you for it, cash down, I suppose ? No, my fine nephew*, I 
shan’t commit such an act of folly. You w'ouldn’t pay your debts, and 
you would squander the money. Let down these stirrups, lad,” added 
Souscarriere, to the groom. Don’t you see that they are much too shoi-t 
for me ? They would do at the most for a whipper-snapper like you. 
There ! that’s right now,” and he vaulted into the saddle as lightly as 
though he had been only twenty. 

** Come back soon ! ” called out Guy as kSouscarri^re loft the courtyard. 

The horse had some mettle and was not used to being ridden by a 
colossus. Besides, the old officer pulled hard on the rein. The bay 
attempted to rebel, and in crossing the Place de I’Op^ra afforded a fine 
sight to the waiters who were setting out the tables before the Cafe de la 
Paix, for they saw an Anglo-Norman brought to terms and inado to go 
the proper pace by a native of Anjou, and this in spite of all his starts 
and other capers. When they reached the church of the Madeleine the 
animal was as quiet as a lamb; and at the cnti’axice of the Champs Elys^^es, 
Sousoarriere urged it into a brisk canter, which soon bi'ought steed and 
rider to the gate of the Bois de Boulogne. 

The morning was foggy, and there were few riders about ; merely 
some grooms on their masters’ horses, and here and there a young lady 
taking her lesson with a riding-master, or a beginAer busily trying a new 
horse from Tattersalls’. Souscarrifere, who rode for the pleasure of 
riding, did not care if there were few or many persons about ; he might 
have been in utter solitude for all tliat it mattered to him. He glanced 
at the fortifications w^hioh recailed his youth, and remembered that it was 
along the avenue near by that the gay men of his day used to parade, 
and that he had himself been admired there. But he did not care to look 
at the scene of bygone pleasure, and so shunning the Alice des Potcaux — 
now the fashionable ride — he went toward the wide Aliee de Longchamps. 
The place seemed to him well suited to show his skill as a bold rider, and 
he decided to have a gallop, to the great displeasure of Guy's bay, wdio 
did not like a constant change of pace, being used to simple riders. 

** Everything is wretched now-a-days,” muttered Souscarri^re. “ This 
hor.«)e is not up to the mark by any means, and I see by the bit and the 
saddle that my nephew likes English novelties. 1 must take him back to 
first principles.” And, tired of jockeying for the pteasure of two or three 
persons who were looking on wliile giving an airing to their dogs, tlie ex- , 
colonel slackened the rein and started off at an easy trot which reconciled 
him with his steed. 

He intended to go round the Bois at this pace and return slowly to 
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Paris, but as he drew near the Route des Bouloaux he saw a rider whom 
he at once recognised, although he had seen him but once before, and 
then attired as a peasant of Brittany. It was Fr<kloc, mounted on an 
incnfferent liorso which could not have cost him much. He was approach- 
ing at a walk, with the reins on his horse’s neck, and he appeared to be 
lost in thought. 

• Souscam6re’s voice made him raise his head. “Upon my word, my 
dear sir, I am glad to meet you,” exclaimed Bautru’s uncle, “You had 
the same idea as myself, and I am not surprised at that, for when we wei'e 
young, morning exercise was customary. Nowadays, young men usually 
sleep till noon.” 

“ I will admit,” said Frcdoc, modestly, “ that I don’t often ride, but af 
chance has brought us together, 1 am glad that I came Ibr a turn before 
breakfast to-day. I didn’t close my eyes last night. Our conversation in 
the park disturbed me, and I needed a ride to clear away the cobwebs.” 

“ So did I. We will ride along side by side, if you like, but I won’t 
consent to drop the subject of Monsieur d’Estclan’s antecedents, fc^r 1 
cannot dismiss it from my mind.” 

“ I find it the same with myself,” said Frcdoc, taking up a position 
on Souscarriere’s left side. “I even thought of going back to Paris by 
the Porte d’Autcuil and the Boulevard de Montmorency, so as to stop and 
have another talk with Au bijoux,” 

“That is an excellent idea of yours. If the worthy man consents tc 
tell ns where his favourite is, I will undertake to have a decisive intbiWiew 
with Estetan. The worst of every ill is suspense, and I want my friend 
Maugara to know what future really awaits liis unfortunate daughter.” 

“1 understand that all the lietter from the fact that your nephew toM 
me how he stands as regards Mademoiselle de Maugars.” 

“ Ah J he told you ” 

“ That he had formerly loved her, and still thought of her, so that ‘he 
would be willing to marry her if she were a widow,” 

“ 1 did not know that he had gone so far in his conhdential communi- 
cations, but I don’t disapprove of it, for — why shouldn’t I say it ?— I have 
taken a very great liking to you.” 

“The same is the case with me, sir, as regards yourself,” answered 
Frt^’doc, smilingly, at once. 

“ I dare say ; and it is quite natural that we should understand one 
. another, for it seems to me that w’e agree on many points. We are about 
the same age, too, I believe ? ” 

“ Oh no ! I am certainly the elder.” 

“That may be, but not much. I suppose that, like myself, you have 
never married ? ” 

Fredoc shook his head, as if to say that he had not. 

“ And you were once a soldier ? ” resumed Souscarriere. 

“ No, 1 never had that honour. I even admit that I have hot done 
much else than live upon my income.” 

“ Nor have I, for twenty years past. You see that we can understand 
one another. Did you^ee Monsieur Aubijoux again last night ? You did 
not, I believe.” 

“No, I went away a little while after you had left, and long before 
the ball was over. There was no use in remaining. I sjiould not have 
been able to get a word from Aubijoux as long as his wife was by, for ha 
only has eyes and ears for her. ’* 
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^*Do you think that if she knew where Estelan is W6 eoul4 make her 
tell us t ” 

don’t think that her husband has told her, but if I see him this 
morning I will find out if 1 can. Still, it would not surprise me to hear 
that he had left for H^ype or Marseilles. He is constantly rushing off in 
one direction or another.” 

** Let us hope that he is still in bed, and so that you may not miss him, 
if he is to be found at home, let us make for the Porte d’Auteuil by the 
shortest road.” 

“ If that suits you, we will.” 

They liad now come to the Rue do Madrid, which branches off into the 
All<ie de Longchamps. 

** Let us take this path which leads to the groat lake,” said Sous- 
oarriere. “ It will take us direct to Auteuil, and I will leave you at the 
fortifications. ” 

This somewhat narrow route was edged on one side by a strip of lawn 
and on the other by a somewhat thickish hedge. The two horses had 
just turned down it when a loud report was heard near them. The bay 
started, as if inclined to bolt, and as Souscarrifere checked it, he said to 
Fr6doo ; “What the deuce is that? Some one fired in the cover. I 
thought there was no shooting until September.” 

“ Shooting has not been allowed in the Boia de Boulogne for many 
years past. That was a pistol shot.” 

From a horse-pistol, then,” said Souscarriere. “ A revolver w'ould 
have made much less noise. But what was the shot directed at ? Not at 
us, for I didn’t hear any bullet whistle by, and I know that kind of music 
very well.” 

“ Some unfortunate person has probably blown out his brains.” 

“ Du you really think so ? ” 

Yes ; the Bois is one of the favourite places for committing 
suicide. ” 

If I ever thought of doing that I shouldn’t do so in the open air.” 

“ Those who kill themselves somenmes wish to do so at a distance from 
their homes.” 

“We ought to speak to the first keeper we see,” said Souscarribre, 
quietly, 

“ It seems to me that we should do better if we went to see if the man 
who fired doesn’t need any help. It may have been an accident. ” 

“But how can wo cross the thicket on horseback. It is very 
dense — ” 

♦ ‘ One of us can dismount 

“ I should prefer that you should do so, then, for the bay I am riding 
is very skittish ; the flies are worrying itl You wouldn’t be able to hold 
it easily.” 

“ My horne is extremely q^uiet, and if you will take charge of it while 
I go to see what has occurred ” 

“ Willingly, Get off, and give me the reins.” 

Fr^doc did as Guy’s uncle suggested, and went into the cover. 

“ He is a good fellow,” thought Souscarrifers, as he led the horses under 
^ade. “I should have gone on. He doesn’t and he can scarcely like 
going where he has gone, for he looked grertly disturbed ; it was at the 
thought of seeing a corpse. That is quite natut al, as he hai^ never been in 
action— 1 ought to have spared him this disagreeable task.” 
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Fr^doc had disappeared behind the bushes, and no one was in sight. 
At this early hour and in foggy weather the paths of the Bois de Boulogne 
are but little frequented. 

The owner of La BretOche felt a certain satisfaction in remarking that 
the most fashionable park in Paris was not so well kept as his own woods 
in Anjou. 

“At home,** muttered he, “ if a shot were fired like that my old game 
‘keeper, La Kam^e, -would go to see whether any one was meddling with 
my deer ; and yet if we had not happened to be here no one would have 
taken the least notice. Fr4doc doesn't make his appearance — there must 
bo a dead or a wounded man in there — w ounded, most likely, or else he 
would have returned before now. The man can have only harmed him- 
self, and Fr^?doc is trying to help him. That is very kind, but if he stays 
much longer he will miss Aubijoux. Why doesn't he call me? I might 
tie up the horses and go to help him myself — Ah, here he is at last ! ** , 

Fredoc now emerged from the thicket. He was very pale, and his eyes 
glittered. 

“ Well ? " called Souscarrifere. 

“ J w as right. A man has just killed himself fifty paces from here**' 

“ Js he quite dead ? ” 

“ The shot has carried away half of his skull ; he used a very large 
pistol." 

“1 told you that when I heard the sound. We can't revive the poor 
devil. Let us go on, if you wish to reach the Boulevard Montmorency in 
good time. But what is the matter? — you seem very much disturbed. 
Ah ! I see ! you are not used to such sights. If you had seen the Streets 
of Zaatcha after the assault, you ” 

“It isn’t that — I did not tell you all — I saw a letter beside the body, 
and 1 read on the address a name ” 

“ What name ? " asked Souscarri^re, in surprise. 

“Look ! ” said Frddoc, handing him a letter spotted with blood. 

Souacarri^re took hold of it, and scvarcely had he cast his eyes upon the 
address when he exclaimed : “ Estelan ! The letter is addressed to Estelan 1 
— and you say that you found it beside the dead man ? " 

“ Under his hand. He was evidently holding it -when he fired." 

“Tlien it is ho, the unfortunate man, who has dealt justice upon 
himself ! " 

“ I know nothing about that." 

“ Didn’t you look at him ? " 

“Yes ” 

“How is it that you did not recognise him? You saw him when he 
was alive. My nephew told me that you were at the wedding mass." 

“The effect of the shot w'as horrible; the fellow’s forehead is com- 
pletely shattered." 

“But the face is not entirely destroyed, I presume, end what 
remains 

“Is like Estelan. There is his black moustache, his dark complexion, 
and the man is of the same age, too." 

“ What are his clothes like ? " 

“They are those of a man of fashion.” 

“There can be no doubt, then. It is Estelan! Besides, how could 
this letter have been there unless it were he ? ” 

“ 1 have not had the courage to open itj" muttered Fr^oc. 



92 


THE DAY OF BECKONIKa 


** I will open it, then. This is no time for aqueamishness. My nephew 
and my friends have too great an interest in knowing the truth. The 
letter isn't sealed, in fact it bos already been opened, and the persons r.no 
report the suicide will not scruple to look at it. I shall, therefore, take 
the liberty of reading it before they do.” 

Souscarriere thereupon read aloud : “Sir, I think it my duty to warn 
you that if you remain in the house where you now are, you will be arrested 
to-night. You have been denounced by an enemy who has again found* 
you out. Go aM'ay without losing a moment, and try to leave France by 
the Prussian frontier. This is the advice of one to whom you formerly 
rendered a service, and who knows what is now awaiting you. Don’t 
hesitate to follow this advice. To-morrow it will be too late. ” 

“ Well ! ” exclaimed Souscarrifere, “ are you still in doubt ? ” 

“I don’t know,” stammered Fr^doc. “ This letter does not eiilighto> 
mo.” 

** It enlightens me, and I am going to tell you what has happened. 
Estelan received it. He saw that he was lost. The Prussian frontier is 
no easier to cross than any other. The place where he was in hiding was 
no longer safe. He accordingly resolved to die, and as he did not wish to 
compromise the friend with whom he had found an asylum, he left his 
house, walked all night in <leapair about the Bois de Boulogne, and liually 
rosolved to put an end to his sufferings.” 

“Yea, all that is quite possible ” 

“ It is true. The daughter of my friend Maugars is a widow,” ex- 
claimed Souscarriere, triumphantly. 

“I hope that this is so, but so that she may be free in the eyes of the 
law the death of her husband must be proved in a certain manner, and 1 
wonder whether this document will be looked upon as sufficient proof. A 
certificate of death is never given lightly.” 

“ How do you know that some other papers may not be found in the 
dead man’s pocket? At all events our duty is to let some of the authorities 
know. what has happened.” 

“ Of course, but what shall we do with the letter ? .. 

“ We might deposit it in the place where you foun(fl|t.” 

“ It would be better, I think, to give it to the officer who will be 
charged with the inquiry. If the wind blew it away, or some ouo passing 
by took it, there ” 

“You are right, and, besides, it is important to establish the authen- 
ticity of what we have found. Go and look about eveiy where. I will 
remain here and wait until you find one of the keepers. U’hey can report 
the case. Here are two coming up now. * 

“Good ! they are less negligent than I thought them.” 

Two men in green uniforms were coming forward from a turn in the 
avenue. They had evidently heard the report of the pistol and were 
hastcuing towards the riders to question them. 

Souscarriere urged on his horse and called out to tliem : “ Como along, 
gentlemen ! A man has just killed himself here in the wood.” 

“ Another ! that makes the seventh since the beginning of the year ! ” 
grumbled the older of the two keepers. “ And only one out of the first 
six was ever recognised.” 

“ This will help you to recognise this one,” said Souscarriere, holding 
out the letter which he had put back into its envelope. We were riding 
along the avenue when the pistol-shot ivas fired near us. My friend dis- 
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uounted ; he went to see what had happened, and he found this paper 

eide a body which does not Jook hnman any longer.” 

Sijyhy, there’s no address on the envelope. However, there’s the 
meu/sname, and that will suffice to establish his identity. Where is the 
body ? ” 

“ Fifty paces from here, near a little glade and at the foot of a tall 
birch tree,” said Fredoc. “I will take you there, if you like.” 

' “ There’s no need of that. I can see the place from here.” 

“You don’t need us, then?” asked Souscarricre, who was desifons of 
returniM to the Rue Auber. 

“ No, If you will tell us who you are.” 

“Here is my card, and this gentleman will give you his. We shall he 
at the disposal of the authorities if it is necessary to speak any further.” 

Tlic name on Souscarricre’s card produced a great effect, for, seeing 
that he was talking to an ex-colonel, the keeper, who was an old soldier, 
no longer opposed the departure of the witnesses. He knew vety well 
that they could be relied upon to appear if needed. 

“ Ride on, gentlemen ; I must tell you, however, that you WfW fW-* 
doubtedly be called upon to-day.” 

“Be easy in your mind ; we shall be ready. But by your maninea’i ttiy 
friend, I’ll wager you have been a sergeant.” 

“Sergeant-major, colonel.” 

“ Good ! I know now that you won’t lose our cards or the letter. We 
shall bo at your disposal, my brave fellow, if you need us. And now let 
us trot off, .both of us, single file.” 

Fredoc was in the saddle again, and he had to spur his horse on and 
force it to gallop to keep up with the trotting bay. Three minutes later 
both riders came to the road winding around the lake. Souscarricre 
began to walk his horse, and exclaimed : “ There is, iiulecd, justice in 
heaven ! Kstelan has made away with himself, and Madeleine will, be 
happy.” 

“ I hope that you may not be mistaken in your belief,” said FrCdoc, 
“ but it is not yet proved that this body is Kstelan’s,” 

“ 'I’hat will soon be proved, and, by-the-by, 1 have a service to ask of 
you.” 

“ Speak, my dear sir.” 

‘;^Will you undertake to inform the police at once, the prefect, the 
coin^^ary, the public prosecutor, or the investigating magistrate ; in fact, 
any oim w^ho is connected with this matter. ” 

“ I ! I rather think that it ought to be you.” 

“No, it is known that 1 am intimately acquainted with Maugars, 
and my testimony might be open to suspicion. It had better come in 
merely to corroborate yours, and, besides, Guy is waiting fbr me, and I 
am very anxious to see liim.” 

“ I can understand that, but in what way can I come forw'ard ?” 

“ As a friend. You arc already my nephew’s friend, and from to-day 
you become mine.” 

“ With all my heart ! ” 

“ To-morrow I wilHntroduce you to the count and hU dai^bter,” 

“ I should be greatly honoured, but really I ” 

“No objections, now ! you will, of course, go on with ua in the matter. 
I<et us arrange our plan. Will you inform Monsieur Anbijou^i: of hia 
fa\^ourite’s suicide ? ” 
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** Why should I ? If it is really Estelan who has killed himself, ^ , 
must have written a farewell letter to Aubijoux.** y 

IVue ; and, besides, we are all interested in keeping this ^''’^Jter 
c^iiiet. The magistrates who will have it in hand will understftnd 4ihe ^ 
situation, and 1 hope that the newspapers won’t get hold of it. As soon 
as we have the certificate of death I shall take IVlaugars, his daughter, and 
my nephew to Anjou. You must visit us there. We wdll pass tho^ 
winter at my manor of La Breteche. And in less than a year, when all 
these catastrophes have become an old story, we will celebrate a marriage 
at our village church which will turn out better than the wedding at La 
Trinitd.” 

“in that case,” said Freidoc, smiling, “ you can have no doubt about 
Monsieur de Bautni proposing ” 

** To marry Madeleine ? Ho is head over heels in love with her. Didn’t 
he tell you so ? If not, he concealed it because he had no hope. I even 
think that he flirted with some other woman at the ball last night. But 
it was only to banish his gloomy thoughts, and when he hears that 
Madeleine is a willow, I’ll ansM''er for it that he won t think of any one 
else for a moment. I wish to take this great news to him myself, and I 
will ask your leave to ride off at full speed. ” 

“ Do so. My horse cannot keep up with yours. I will leave you now, 
and I promise you to do my best to carry out your intentions. I will 
call in the course of the day to communicate the result of the inuniry to 
Bautru. ” 

** To Bautru and myself. I shan’t leave him till I have seei? you. Till 
we meet again, then, and soon, and thanks once more.” 

Souscarri^re shook hands with Fredoc and spurred up his horsi?. Seeing 
this gigantic rider pass by at full gallop, the peaceful promenaders in the 
Avenue of the Bois de Boulogne paused in their stroll to look at him in 
amfissement. He slackened his speed when he I^ad passed the Arc de 
Trioniphe, and, taking the shortest way, he went down the Avenue do 
Friedland at a trot. He had soon reached the Rue Aiibor by the Boule- 
vard Haussmaiin. 

At the moment when he stopped his horse in frimt of the house where 
Bautru lived, the groom hurried forward, and the ex-coionel could uoi 
restrain some remarks as to the behaviour of the bay. 

“ Js my nephew here ? ” he asked, striding up the stairs, and ringing 
the bell as though the whole ostabJishment belonged to him. 

** Monsieur do Bautru is in the drawing-room.” 

Souscarriero was well acquainted with the distribution of the flat, and 
went straight towards the apartment in which the table was laid. The 
sight of the appetisers ” set upon it made him feel hungry, and he began 
CO walk up and down so aa to wait more patiently. 

Tile dining room was panelled like the hall of a chateau, and hung 
with such huntin</ trophies as stags’ and boars’ heads/ with horns, knives, 
guns, and other & porting paraphernalia. 

“What the deuce does he want with all these things?” muttered 
Souacarri6re. “ They are all for show and nothing else. It is three ye?trs 
since he hunted a roe at La Breteche, and if he hunts in this part of the 
world it must be when there is a battue, a massacre of pheasants killed 
like chickens in a poultry -yard.” 

Suddenly the old sportsman, tired of waiting for his nephew to appear,^ 
and not finding Him in the drawing-room, seized one of the trophies, a 
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hunting horn, and going to the door began to eonnd a *' fnll erjr ** with all 
^aifl lu ngs. 

rushed in ; so did the valet, and they both found the old soldier 
firmly planted on his solid legs in the centre of the room, end blowing 
away like a madman. 

Grood ! ” said he at last, quietly hanging up the hunting horn ; f' I am 
very well satisfied with myself. I find that I have plenty of lungs left, 
and your hunting-horn has some superb notes 1 must say. Where did 
you buy it, if I may ask?*’ 

Bautru did all he could to restrain his exasperation. ''Uncle/* he 
exclaimed, “ wdll you tell me why ” 

''Why 1 sounded the horn? Because I don’t want to get Out of 
practice. ” 

“You made a frightful noise. They must have heard you on the 
boulevard.” 

“Well. Hit’s forbidden they will fine you, and I’ll pay the piper. 
Call Franyois and tell him to bring up breakfast. Biding has ina£s me 
hungry, and blowing has made me thirsty.” 

" Your performance on the horn has taken away all the appetite X had/* 
said (iiiy. 

“So much tho worse for you. Y'ou can look at me w’hile I eat, for I 
hope that you don’t propose to make me breakfast alone, and I beg you to 
send off the servant as soon as he has set the breakfast upon the table. I 
have something serious to communicate.” 

I'ranvbis came in at this moment, bringing the usual boiled eggs and 
steak w’li.li fried potatoes, which usually constitute the solid part of a 
bachelor breakfast in Paris. Strawberries and cheese also appeared, with 
some Cliablis and Bordeaux, and as a reserve a bottle of fine old Pontet- 
C/aijct specially placed near Souscarrifere. 

“My lad,” said he to the servant, "we will take our coffee in the 
picture-gallery. We don’t w^ant you any more, and Monsieur da Bautru 
is no^ at home to any one but Monsieur Frt3doc. Y^ou understand, eh ? 
Well then, be off.” • 

■^rhe servant vanished at once. Souscarrifere had already got him into 
military training. 

"Are you expecting Fr^doc?” asked Guy, sulkily, while his uncle 
knocked off the top of an egg. 

“1 am not expecting him just yet, but I am sure that we shall see him 
this afternoon. I met him riding in the Bois de Boulogne j we talked 
together for a long time, and he promised to come here in the course of 
the day.” 

“ Have you heard anything new ? ” 

"1 shall tell you presently/’ replied the uncle, who had a way of ' 
preparing effects. “Well,” he added, after a pause, "now let me tell 
you about Madeleine.” 

“Madeleine is married,” replied Bautru, impatiently. "You don’t 
ntend, I presume, to advise me to turn her mind from her duty,” 

“ She was married^ but now she isn’t.” 

" How long has this been the case ? ” 

"Since this morning.” 

'* What do you mean ? ” 

" Estelan blew out his brains at ten o’clock to-day.” 

" How dp you know that ? ” 
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I was riding along a retired avenue in the Bois de Boulogne at the 
very moment when he killed himself in a thicket. ** .. 

** Did you see him ? asked Guy, whose face had changed. ^ » 

**No ; besides^ even if I had i shouldn’t have recognised him> for I 
don’t know him. But Monsieur Fr6doc saw him.” 

“Did he ? Then^ no doubt, it was he.’^ 

“ Fredoc found a letter beside the body addressed to Estelan, and I 
read this letter, which was probably the cause of the unhappy man’s 
suicide. It informed him that he was about to be arrested.” 

“ And so Mademoiselle de M sugars is really free ? ” muttered Guy. 

“ Free as air, my dear duy. Do you understand now why I blew the 
horn? A good idea, wasn’t it? VVell, let us talk now of the changed 
aspect of anairs since tins unexpected suicide. Will you now refuse to go 
with me to Vesinet?” 

“No, uncle, and yet ” 

“What?” 

“ The voluntary death of this man seems so strange to me that I can 
scarcely believe it,” 

“ You would believe it if I showed you the certificate of death ? ** 

** Have you got one ? ” 

“No, but Monsieur Fr^oc will bring it with him.” 

“To day ?” 

“ I think not, for the necessary formalities will take up some little 
time — some days, perhaps. That is what Monsieur Frkdoo will probably 
tell us.” 

“ He undertook, then ” 

“ To go to the prefecture of police and to see that the matter was 
properly looked into. ' 1 could not do this, as 1 had never seen Estelan ; 
and so ne consented to undertake the unpleasant task with a good grace, 
for w'hioh I felt greatly obliged to him. You were right iu believing him 
to be a true friend, and 1 asked him to be mine also, to which he cordially 
assented. We shall take him with us this autumn to La Breteclie, and 
next year he shall come to your wedding. But we" have not got so far as 
that as yet, and 1 advise you to eat your breakfast. My news. I presume, 
has brought back your appetite. When we have finished, and after taking 
coffee, I will have a nap ot7 one of the divans in your dressing-room. I 
shall go to sleep after 1 have taken a few puffs at a cigar. You can do 
the same if you like, and Fredoc will wake us up before dinner-time.” 

“ I shall scarcely be able to close my eyes,” muttered Guy, but he 
made up his mind to breakfast, and his uncle tried in every vruy to cheer 
him. He dnaUy succeeded in doing so, and the repast ended almost gaily. 

SoiiBcarriere made no end of jokes, and it never once entered his mind 
to regret the poor fellow who had so oppoitunely departed this life. 1'hc 
assurances of M. Aubijoux as to Kstelan’s innocence did not weigh with 
the old soldier in the least. Bautru said less, and more quietly congratu- 
lated himself upon the happiness of being able to love Madeleine do 
Maugars without exposing himself to great suffering. 

The time spent in waiting for Fredoc seemed very long, and he thought 
over a great many things while his uncle was sound asleep — of Madeleine, 
first of all, and next of the happy future which awaited them if she con- 
sented to marrv him after she had laid aside her widow’s weeds. Then 
he thought of his debts, of the note he had given to the money-lender to 
whom Kangou 2 e had sent him, and at last, at about six o’clock, a ring at 
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the bell interrupted his reflections. He at once aroused his uncle, who 
sat up and v'elcomed Fr(5doc with the curt ejaculation ; “ Well V* 

“ Well,” replied Fredoc, “ I was right. It is he.” 

“ Has he been recognised ? ” asked Souscarri^re. 

“ as it '\^as possible to recognise him in the state in which 

the sht^t IfcJ'r him. * The prefect proceeded with dispatch and intelli- 
gtne*,. t'diately informed tne commissary and the officers who 

had r n: Kstelaii’s arrest in hand on his wedding-day, and they 

all OiiiL the description coincided with that of tiie distigurca 

face. ' , ' 

* ' thv y lini^'^io papers upon the body ? ’* * 

“ There was nothing to show who he was. The 

do* '■ 1 ‘ i'S a fashionable man, but the tailor’s name was not on 

th' . j,;,,' which was very fine, had the mark effaced; and the 

p^ /Jp , / min either any money or any papers.” 

^ ' r' rj } "?^tter to prove the identity. ” 

’ * t sufficient. The writing was examined, and 

V '' was in the some hand as tne denunciations of Estelan 

^ public prosecutor’s office. The magis- 

1 ^ 4' ^icplanation of this circumstance, which I must admit 

£ ‘ i- ,* ] -X"/* ^They think that the anonymous accuser suspected 

\ hiding in some house known to him, and that he sent 

i ‘ ' make him leave it and blackmail him, for the iiiforma- 

' h '' ' reality, the police had not found out where Estelan 

'1^ ' ^ supposed that, frightened by the note, and fearing to 

c ' friend who had received him, as well as despairing of 
c; . , ! ' head, and made up his mind to die secretly ; moi'eover 

< perhaps due to a feeling of revenge ‘as regards Monsieur 

.V,;; ' was it, ” said Souscarri^re. “He thought that his wife, 

!| I t of his fate, w’ould never be able to marry again. 

^ Vfo-Aij ” said Bautru, “ why didn't he destroy the letter which was 

v«p;rf><v'luin?” 

/ f 'r'1j5*i|.en a man is going to kill himself he doesn’t think of eveiy- 
|th{|y; ^ go on, my dear Monsieur Fredoc. What does the commis- 

Isat,'/ )v fiay ? ” 

’ “li ,, crates all the circumstances of the suicide and the facts 
which seem to prove that the dead man is really Estelan. But the body 
must be placed where it can be seen for seven^-two hours, as is the rule.” 
« “ That is what 1 call a useless formality, it is clear that the persona 
who know Estelan are not in the habit of going to the Morgue. ” * 

“ No, of course not. But they can be called upon to go there. ” 

“The deuce ! that would be very disagreeable as regards Maugars, 
The papers will talk about all this, and his son-in-law’s name will be 
brought foi*ward again.” 

“ I said BO to the commissary. He talked of calling upon Monsieur 
^0 Maugars himself, and taking him to see the body. But he yielded 
when I reasoned with him and told him that the law had no interest in 
noising this lamentable affair abroad, and that it would be very cruel to 
subject jth® count to such a horrible ordeal. So he promked me that 
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Motisidar de Maugara should be spared. I even hope that my testimony 
will be thought si^cient, and that no oue will bo called upon to view the 
body.** 

“ The certificate of death will be given in three days, will it not ? ** 

“ That is probable, but not certain. The police are cdways mistrustful, 
you know. They will perhaps insist upon certainty as to some points 
which aro now rather dark. They want to find out what Estelan has done 
with his property.** 

** It consisted, I believe, in personal property. He must have trans- 
ferred it to the friend who sheltered him. It st'^ms to mo, besides, tliat 
this is of no importance.** 

** I said the same. 1 was questioned as to Est'b^on's acquaintance in 
Parisian society* and I replied that I only know him by sight, and that a 
mere chance had brought me into the matter, that of a ride in the Bois 
de Boulogne, and that I had intervened only to oblige Monsieur Sons- 
carrifere, a friend of the Count de Maugars, who was with me when the • 
ahot was fired.*’ 

You did not speak of Monsieur Aubijoux, then ? ** i 

“No. I thought it best to leave him out of the inquiry* if there be 
one. Aubijoux is a worthy man, but he is unreasonable, ar i when he 
forma an opinion ho will never give it up. If he* were told thVt Estelan 
had killed himself, he would begin by raising an outcry ; he jould tell 
' everybody of his favourite’s tragic death, and would not fail \o ac mse 
-Monsieur do Maugars of having driven him to it.” , 

“ Yes, he would veiy likely do so ; and, unfortunately, hr . {S' 
know that Estelan has killed himself, since he knows where 1| . 

He told us that at the ' 

“ Yes, but Aubijoux is not in Paris just now. I went to ^ \ 

I left the prefecture. I wanted to find out whether Estelan ; 'its ^ ^ 

to him before he blew his brains out. But Aubijoux’s 8ecr4/; u v* 
his master had left Paris this morning.** , ^ 

The uncle and nephew exchanged glances. “ Where ha* ( , 

'When will he return ? ’* asked SouMcarriere. , ' 

“I can’t tell you,” replied Frddoc. “Aubijoux never acts oth' 
people do, He never says where he is going, nor how long he will b\ 
ah^ent. He says that is the to do the kind of business he does, anc 
pirhaps he is not wrong. He has probably received a letter from on> 

^ his oorrespondents who wishes to conclude an important bargain iii 
some oouptry or another, and so he has taken the first train. He will 
epme back wnen he has transacted the business he has in hand.” 

“ Yes. It won’t be to-morrow or tlie next day, most likely, as his 
largest transactions are in America. When he reappears Estelan’s suicide 
will be aa old story, and Maugars will be far from Paris.” 

“ Ah I then Monsieur de Maugars has made up his mind to leave the^ , 
country house which he has just hired ?” said Fredoc. ^ * J 

“ I shall get him to do so. Vesinet is too near the Place de la Trinity. *1* 

, “ 1 hope that the count does not intend to go abroad, especially as he U 
now rid of this unlucky son-in-law.” S 

“No, but he would do well to live differently. He ought to let the 
‘ talk die out; then every one will forget poor Madeleine’s mishaps. The;! 
only way to silence the evil tongues around him is to live in the Hovin cee#^ 
l^ugars won’t shrink from tlmt when he knows that his daugfflm^^Hj 
widow.** 
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**And iliat she can many again in ten months/* added Frddoc, apdluiA. 

V ** 1 see, dear sir, that you understand what X mean/' 

have no great merit in so doing, as you spoke of your projects in 
the ^is de Boulogne this morning.** 

“They will be carried out as 1 wish, 1*11 wager. My friend vrill come 
to visit me with hia daughter, to wait until the law allows her to marry 
my nephew. La BretSche isn’t the kind of place where Maugars would 
have stayed as long as Kstelan lived, but matters have changed now. ” 

“ Bo you think that he will go there with you? Hasn’t he interests 
which keep him in Paris?” 

“ None but some matters to transact with bis notary. He Cionfided all 
his fortune to him, and 1 am going to advise him to take it back and pur- 
chase a place which is for sale at about a mile from mine^ and whaoix is 
just the thing to suit him.** 

“ Bo you think he will take your advice ? ** 

“ 1 am sure he will. He had made up his mind to go to Anjou, and 
now that his daughter is free he will not hesitate to profit by the oppot- 
tunity— an opportunity such as seldom presents itselt for the place I speak 
of is in very good condition, the land is excellent, and it is all to be had 
cheap. The present owner is a Nantes merchant who needs money and ' 
will sell at any price. But he must make haste, for purchasers are not 
wanting. However, the settlement with Prunevaux won't take mttcb 
time, and I hope that in a week from now all will be arranged.** 

“ In a week from now ? — yes, possibly,*’ muttered Fr^doc, 

“ Monsieur de Maugars will do as well to make haste for more than 
one reason,” said Bautru. 

“What! ” exclaimed Souacarri6re, “are not his funds in good hands?” 
** I think that they had better be invested in lands and forests.” * 

“ Explain yourself more clearly, pray. Havp you any reason for doubt- 
ing Monsieur Prunevaux’s honesty ? ** 

“ Na But I don’t feel the same confidence in him that I once did.” 
“My dear Bautru,” said Fredoc, “you have a spite against him be- 
cause he helped to bring about Mademoiselle de Maugars* marriage. '* 

“ The fact is,” gnftnbled Souscarrilsre, “ that he acted very ughtly ^ 
this matter, and ought to have made more inquiries.” 

“ No, it isn’t that.” 


“ I remember meeting that singer, Antonia, coming out of bis o:ffice.” 

“ It isn’t Antonia that I am thinking of.” 

“But why do you doubt the notary? He made a fool of himself, I 
admit-, in going to Madame Aubijoux’s ball dressed as a Turk, and in 
guaranteeing Estelan, but ** 

“ I refer to a few words which I overheard at that very boll.” 

“ What was it that you heard? ** 

“You were with me, Frddoc. We were walking along one of the 
avenues of the park, and Monsieur Aubijoux, who was behind the hedge, 
said to Prunevaux — you recognised the voice: — 'X don’t do business of 
this kind; I’m not a money-lender.* I concluded that Prunevaux was 
trying to borrow money of him, and when a notary docs that ” 

“He makes a mistake,” interrupted Fr^doc. “But I am sure that 
Prunevaux was speaking in the name of some client. He has no need to 


borrow for himself. If Aubijoux were here, he would assure you of it.” 

“I believe you,” said Guy’s uncle, “and my nephew really attaches 
too much importance to a few words be overheard. Besides, Prunevaux 
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would not fail so suddenly, and I hope that next week Maugars will hdve 
his moAey. Let us talk of other matters'. It is too late to tell Maugars . 
tO’iiight about the death of his unfortunate sondn-law ; but 1 will guai^ 
see him to-morrow and inform him of it, and my nephew will join 
V^sinot in the afternoon. What day would it suit you, my dear friend, 
to be introduced to the count and his daughter ? ” 

Fredoc seemed surprised and almost annoyed by this question, although 
he ought to have expected it, as it had already been brought forward in 
the Bois de Boulogne. 

1 should feel greatly honoured, sir,*’ he said, after a little hesitation, 
** by an acquaintanceship with the Count de Maugars ; but my visit would 
now be premature, I think. I would rather wait until our uncertainties 
are over. If we are mistaken, and Estelan still lives, it will - be a cruel 
blow to Monsieur de Maugars, and I should not like to see his grief.” 

*‘I understand your feelings and I will say no more,” replied Souscar- 
rifere. In a few days from now we shall not feel the same hesitation, 
and we will then call on Maugars together. Between now and then you 
mnat allow me to call and thank you, and inquire how matters progress, 

‘ for I rely upon your kindness to finish the important affair which you have 
begun BO well.” 

Fr^doc protested that he was still at Souscarri^re’s disposal and took 
. his leave, bearing away with him the blessings of both the uncle and tlio 
nephew. 


VII. 

Four days after Souscarricre’s ride in the Bois de Boulogne with M. 
Fredoc, he and Guy with M. do Maugars, his daughter, and the Mar- 
chioness de Puygarrault sat together in the garden of the villa 'which the 
count had rtnbid at Vesinet. This garden was very large and umbrageous ; 
the house was spacious, convenient and agreeably situated. A fine road 
led past it, and there were no annoying neighbours. The woods were 
near at band. In this corner of a country suburb which is only a village 
in name, for the houses are wide apart, one might fancy one’s self a huii' 
dred miles from Paris. It was here M. de Maugars had sought for solitude 
and here he had found it. 

8ouscalTi^re was the only friend whom he had at first received. Then 
he had decided upon sending for his cousin, the marchioness, to cheer 
Madeleine by her companionship. But the poor girl hardly knew how to 
sustain the severe shock she had received, and the consolations of the mar- 
chioness liad failed to calm her grief. 

However. Guy had come, Guy whom she had loved as the heart loves 
at sixteen, and Madeleine had become more cheerful. Had she loved 
Louis d’Kstelau also? She did not know herself. Her father had told 
her one day long past that he did not wish to receive Guy de Bautru any 
more as a visitor, as he led a gay life, and it was not worth while for a 
young lady of good position to trouble her head about him. She had shed 
many tears, but had not attempted to defend him. She did not at first 
understand what he was accused of, but she at last believed that he had 
forgotten his love for her, and she determined to forget the unfaithful 
m.au in her turn. Guy, who was 'umunded by M, de Maugars’ proceedings, 
had done nothing to change this opinion, and Madeleine, believing that 
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lie had renoiULced her, willingly received the new Bnitor whom her father 
\ brought forward at the end of the winter. ^ 

^•^^ouis dT]stelan was young, good looking, with distinguished, manners 
•and^ a dignified bearing. He looked serious, even sad. hh|: was not 
displeasing to Mademoiselle de Maugars, and she accepted his attentions. 
He carried on an unobtrusive, almost timid courtship. It ^tmld almost 
have seemed that he had divined tlie true feelings of the young girl, Who 
had scarcely forgotten her first love. However, she adorod her father, 
who greatly wished her to many Fstelan. So she consented to do so, not 
joyfully, by any means, but without repupiance. Then, little by little, 
she had appreciated the good (qualities of the suitor whom she had at fifvt,, 
merely accepted through submission : she had become acquainted with his 
simple goodness, his upright character, and his mild disposition. He did 
not talk the fashionable slang of Paris, but his words were frank and 
sensible, and he was manly. He talked to her of his travels, bis adventures 
in Mexico, and how, by dint of perseverance, he had attained fortune 
through many dangers and trials. 

He described that strange country, the “warm land " which idbiinded 
Madeleine of the State of Louisiana, where she was bom, and she liked tb 
listen to his dramatic account of it. She was Ignorant of life, and not aide 
to analyse her feelings towards Louis d’Estelan. When he was baeiide her 
she felt no emotion and the sound of his voice did not go to her hei^ nor 
did slie blush when their eyes met, but these signs of love of which she 
had given evidence wdth Guy had left an almost painful remembrance, and 
she was happy that they did not return . “I love differently ^ ” she thought, 
“and this, no doubt, is the love which does not bring suffering with it.** 

M. (le Maugars encouraged her as well as he could in this change of 
feeling. He constantly repeated to her that all deep love Was a source of 
grief, and that true happiness consisted in calm aiiection ; that she had 
been perfectly happy until Guy had come to trouble her life, and would 
again be so when she had married an excellent young man who would 
know how to protect and cherish her as her father had done. Was he 
siifccre in praising calm affection, although he had led a wild life, and had 
by no means “ settled down *’ in middle age ? It may be that he wSs, and 
that he knew what giving way to the follies of passion meant, and dreaded 
any other life but a calm one for Madeleine. m 

However, by a strange spirit of contradiction, he scarcely seenmd to 
appreciate the merits of the son-in-law whom he had almost picked out, 
as it were, and thrust upon her. He praised him, upheld him, biit did 
not seek his society. He was reserved in his courteous relations with 
l^stelan, and it was easy to see that the friendship which he thought him- 
self called upon to show him was but a friendship of duty, just as the 
marriage of his daughter was a marriage of duty. The two men were not 
suited to each other. This was made clear enough when an unforeseen 
catastrophe burst the bonds which held them to each other. Madeleine 
wept for Louis d’Estelan, but Maugars cursed him. 

On the day when Souscarriere went to tell the count that the un- 
fortunate man'had committed suicide in expiation of his sin, Maugars was 
the first to ask Guy de Bautru to resume his visits, although he had 
previously driven him away and spoken ill of him to his daughter. 

But since he had talked frankly with his old comrade, since he had ^ 
soothed his mind by telling him why he had hesitated in choosing a 
husband for his daughter, he wished above all things that she might marry 
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tills same Baiitru whom he had treated so 111 in former days. Madeleine . 
was much more reserved towards Guy, whom she could not meet witlmijit/ 
emotion, although she strove to overcome it, reproaching herself foiTlie? 
own weakness, mistrusting herself, and feeling that she had too soon 
forgotten the unhappy man whose name she bore. 

She was surpriaea to hear her father now' talk so onthusiasti^lly of 
Guy, praise his good qualities, excuse his faults, iind declare that ho 
^tended to go to Anjou and live near the nncle and the nephew. It 
immetimes seemed to her as though she had had an evil dream, that she 
had never married or never ceased to love Guy de Bautru, who now stood 
before her, seeming more ardent than ever, and nearer her heart’s ideal. 
The image of Louis d’Estelan grew fainter and fainter in her mind, just as 
evening clouds fade in the distance and pass away. 

A few days had suificed to change every heart. Madeleine had begun 
to hope once more ; the count had raised his head like some strong oak 
bowed down for the time by the wind, but which rises again after the storm 
is over. Souscarri^re, proud of having manoeuvred so skilfully, did not ♦ 
doubt but what he had brought about the happiness of all he loved, and 
indulged in many dreams. Guy, who was now very stccady and at peace 
with every one, let himself glide along the tide of new-found bliss. And 
he felt that he owed much of this happiness to M. Fr^doc. 

That phoenix of bachelors had taken infinite pains to serve his young 
friend’s interests. He had done everything and well. The public 
prosecutor, the prefect of police, and the subordinate oflicials. had been 
constantly interviewed by him after the discovery of Estelan's body. Ho 
had prevented the insertion of any reports in tlie newspapers, had spared 
M. de Maugars the painful “viewing of the body,” and had even pre\»entcd 
any summoning of others to view it, when it was, for form’s sake, exposed 
at the Morgue. The letter found beside the dead man established his 
identity with a certainty which made any further information appear 
unnecessary. 

On the fourth day Fr^^doc had called at the Rue Auber to infqj*m 
SouBcarrifere and Bautru that nothing further would be done in the matter. 
The certificate of death had not yet been made out at the registry, but it 
was promised. Bautru had been profuse in his thanks, and Souscarriero 
bad embraced the old bachelor and hugged him to his broad breast, 
almost smothering him in proof of bis gratitude. 

The uncle and nephew even did their best to induce him to go to 
Vdsinet, but he excused himself so persistently as somewhat to sur- 
prise them. Ho gave very unsatisfactory reasons for his refusals. He 
did not wish, he said, to make a merit of a service which any gentleman 
would have rendered to the Count de Maugars, and he feared that by 
^ making such a visit he would seem to be fishing for thanks. 

Souscarri6re attributed this exaggerated discretion to a feeling of pride 
which he did not altogether dislike. But Bautru, who knew Fredoc 
better, explained it otherAvisc, and ascribed it to modesty and a kind of 
bashfulness. Fr6doc was an amiable philosopher, gay by nature, and 
solitary by system. He welcomed those whom he liked, but did not seek 
them ; and though he willingly went to such places as clubs and theatres, 
which are neutral ground, he fled from society, properly so-called. It 
was not surprising, then, jihat he showed no desire to make new 
acquaintances. 

Souscarri^re agreed with his nephew that as M. de Maugars was the 
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person to whom the service had been rendered, he ought to make the 
nrst advances and write to Frddoc to express his gratitude, and then ooU 
upon him to thank him once more. 

leaving made up their minds on this subject, they took the train and 
went to pass the day with the count. The great news they brought with 
them was rapturously welcomed by Maugars, who, for the first time since 
Kstclan had disappeared, felt himself secure from the terrible eventualities 
he had feared. 

Madeleine, surprised to see Guy gayer and more attentive than before, 
allowed herself to be won to content, such as she saw on his face, and of 
which she could not guess the cause, since from the day of her wedding she 
had believed herself to be a widow. However, joy is as contagious as 
sadness. 

Madamo de Puygarrault, although less demonstrative than her cousin, 
was ill reality as well satisfied as he was, for from the first day she had 
known the true state of things, and the death of Madeleine's unhappy 
husband relieved her of great anxiety. 

The dinner lasted a long time. Souscarrifere macle himself Vtrf 
able, and, but for Madeleine’s mourning attire — and she alone wore it, 
the count and the marchioness having decided not to assume nothing 
would have recalled the recent misfortune. After dinner they all went 
into the garden to enjoy the coolness of the fine summer evening. 

Madeleine and Guy were conversing in a low tone, Maugars and 
Souacarri6re w’ere smoking, and the marchioness was drinking tea. ** My 
children, ” said the old lady, all at once, “ oblige me by finding my shawl. 
I left it just now on a bench somewhere down in the little wooabehitid 
the liouse. Madeleine, you can find it, and Guy can carry it.*’ 

The two young people asked nothing better than to go off by them- 
selves, and when they had disappeared round a pathway, Madame de 
Puygarrault exclaimed, shaking her head : 

“ Do you know, my dear Souscarri^re, that your nephew is a strange 
fellow?” 

•“ What is there strange about him, my dear marchioness ? ’* asked the 
ex-colonel. 

“Well, he is like a weathercock, he veers with every wind. Last 
year he adored my little cousin. I encouraged him in the laudable 
intention of marrying her, and ho declared that such a marriage would 
fulfil every wish of his heart. Then all at once he disappeared. He took 
offence at not being welcomed witli suflScient warmth by Maugars, who 
did wrong, I admit, in receiving him so coldly. But after he disappeared, 
the count could scarcely bo expected to wait till he chose to re-appear.” .. 

“ 1 condemn his disappearance, marchioness,** replied Souscarri^re, 
but I don’t know what you wish to conclude from what you say.** 

“ 1 wish to ask you if, this time, his conversion is sincere. Tho 
prodigal son has returned home, but nothing proves that he won’t be off 
to his Parisian frivolity again.” 

“ What makes you think that? Can’t you see that he is madly in 
love with Madeleine ? ” 

“ 1 see that he ^ays her a great deal of attention, so mt^ch indeed that 
the poor girl is quite disturbed by it. He carries on as though he exacted 
to go to the altar with her next week. But 1 suspect that he is dissembling. 

If he were as much in love as he professes to be he wouldn’t think of 
-amusing himself and going to fancy balls,” 



104 THE DAT OP BBOKONOTO. 

** Excuse me, my dear marchioness but—** 

** And such a fancy ball, too ! ** interrupted the marchioness ; ** almost a 
public affair, to which all the people in JParis were invited by a certain 
^adame Aubijoux. Where did she come from, this brand-new princess ? 
Prom behind some counter. I’ll venture to say. ” 

“ Madame Aubijoux is the wife of a merchant who is worth twenty 
millions,’* replied Souscarri^re, somewhat taken aback, **aDd 1 assurf 
you, marchioness, that she receives very good society. But how on earth 
did you know that my nephew had been to her house ? ” 

You forget, my dear sir, that these people have their guests’ names 
inserted in the newspapers, together with a description of their entertain- 
ments. I had the pleasure of reading in the Gazette de France^ to day, 
that Monsieur de Bautru wore the BU|^rb costume of a nobleman of the 
lime of Charles IX. at Madame Aubijoux 's ball. The next time he will 
be a^mearing as a minion of the time of Henri III. ” 

“Is this true?” asked M. de Maugars, frowning. 

“Yes, it is quite true,” replied Guy’s uncle. “What harm do you 
Bee in it ? ” 

“ What harm ? ” exclaimed the marchioness. “ I declare it to be most 
indecent to visit a mere upstart when a man bears the name of Bautru, 
and the Maugars family is in mourning.” 

“ The fact is,” muttered the count, “that the moment was badly chosen. 
Your nephew knew what trouble we were in.” 

“ So did I, and yet 1 went tC the ball.” 

“You, Souscarri^re ? Thaff is still worse. Were you in fancy dress, 
too?” 

“Yes, marchioness, I went as a knight in complete armour.” 

“ Then it was you whose fine bearing and majestic appearance were 
praised in the papers ? ‘ A warrior in steel, who looked as though he had 

escaped from an armoury, was much remarked,’ said the report. Let me 
you, my dear friend. You are becoming a man of fashion, I 

“What! at your age? Do you really go in for that sort of thing?” 
growled Maugars. i 

“ The deuce take it ! I had my reasons. If I honoured Madame 
Aubijoux’s ball by appearing at it, it was solely on your account.” 

On my account ? ” 

** Why, yes. This woman’s husband is the merchant whose name you 
forgot, and who recommended Estelan to your notary. I obtained that 
information from Pxunevaux himself, and 1 seized upon the opportunity 
for entering into relations with the nabob in question. ” 

“You saw him, then ? What did you say to him ?” 

“Things which are no longer of any interest to you since Estelan is 
dead. But I don’t regret having become acquainted with Monsieur 
Aubijoux, as I met Monsieur Fr6doc there.” 

“ For a woman to play the great lady, when she is named Aubijoux, is 
a little too ipuch ! ” interrupted the marchioness. “ What will become of 
us 'all, good heavens ! And who is this fellow Fr^doc ? All these people 
have such odd and ridiculous names. ” 

“Frddoc did us a great service, as you can’t deny, marchioness. 
Without him we should still believe that Madeleine’s husband was alive, 
and might re-appear, for the fellow who killed himself in the Bois de 
Boulogne would protobly not have been recognised. The body would 


congratulate 
see. ’ 
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have remained in the thicket no one knows how long. The wind would 
have carried away the letter or the rain would have destroyed it. It is to 
Fr^doc that we are indebted for the removal of this sword of Damocles.** 
owe him my gratitude, and I shall certainly call upon him and 
thank him,** said M. de Maugara ; ** he is about the same age as ourselves, 
is he not ? ” 

“ A little older than we are, I believe, but he looks younger. He is a 
man whom you would like, I*m sure. He has a kind face and frank 
manners, which pleased me at once. ’* 

** He is a gentleman, of course ?** 

“ Certainly, as he is Guy’s friend.'* 

“And he must be wealthy.” 

“I think he is. Guy told me that he lent money to all his young 
friends at the club. ” 

“ He must once have led the same life as we did. I am surprised that 
we' have never met. ” 

“ I don’t think that he has always lived in Paris. My nephew has only 
known him for three years. I have been living in the country for eightaenj 
and you stayed a long time in America, mind, and since your retuin you 
have lived in retirement. I can easily understand why we have never 
heard him spoken of.” 

“I have never heard him spoken of, either,” said Madame do 
Pnygarrault, “ and yet for thirty years I have never left the Kue Saint- 
(iruillaume, and I know who everybody is. If this Fr^doc were anybody, 
I should have heard him mentioned.” 

“ Well, he doesn’t go into the society that you belong to, but he goes into 
other society. Paris isn’t confined to the Faubourg Saint-Germain, my 
dear marchioness.” 

“ My dear Souscarriere, I do not dispute your Fr^doc’s merits. But, 
before I make any one’s acquaintance I like to know who he is. Maugara 
ought to go to thank this gentleman, but I prefer that he should come 
hc^e. A burnt child dreaas the fire, and a scalded cat is afraid of cold 
water. If my mucluhonoured cousin had gone to work more carefully he 
would never have encumbered himself with a suspicious son-in-law at all.** 

“ I have been sufficiently punished for my carelessness, and it is super- 
fluous to reproach me with it now,” said the count, petulantly. 

“Especially as the evil is repaired,** added Souscarriere. 

“What do you mean by repaired ? ’* exclaimed the marchioness. “ Do 
you think that Estclan’s death will stop the scandal which is running 
about Paris ? Madeleine is, very fortunately, a widow, but no one will ever 
forget that she married a thief.” 

“ Marchioness ! for mercy’s sake ! ** 

“ My dear sir, I am seventy years old. So I may be allowed to speak 
as I think. Maugars has acted with unparalleled levity, and I think that 
he consoles himself far too easily for his daughter’s misfortunes. As for 
your nephew, I should be delighted if Madeleine became his wife, but I 
should like to have proof that he deserves her. Do you answer for him T 
Can you think, and, do you swear, that he has altogether given up ‘driving 
Satan’s Coach ? ’ ‘ 


and 


yet ''decided to leave my 

to live in your bachelor’s hole, where it must be as cold as in Greenland. 
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1*11 yeuture to say that it is surrounded by a moat, and that the moat is 
full of frogs. The croaking of those frightful things would keep me from 
Bleepinj^. But I don’t blame Maugars for buying an estate there near^ou, 
and going to live there with Madeleine. It is the best thing he can do at 
present. I think it as well, too, that Guy should go to Anjou with you. 
But what may he be leaving behind him ? ” 

“ Debts, marchioness ; nothing more.** 

That is more than he ought to leave." 

“I’ll pay them.” 

“Still, that won’t prevent him from being ruined. I am told that his 
last farm is for sale. ” 

“ Who told you that ? *’ 

“Prunevaux. His brother notary down there wrote to ask him to 
announce the sale in the Paris papers. ” 

“ Prunevaux is a fool. He ought to keep people’s business to himself. 
Besides, even if my nephew is ruined he won’t be so for long, for I shall 
secure all my property to him on his wedding-day.” 

“ You had much better settle it on Madeleine, for Guy will spend it 
all, just as he has spent his own.” 

“ Cousin,” said the count, abruptly, “you seem to be trying to dis- 
courage us all. It isn’t generous on your part, and if I didn’t know that 
your heart was good, I should think that you were turning against us when 
we moat need the help of all our friends. ” 

“You know very well that I love you in spite of your faults,” rejoined 
the marchioness, “ and that I love your daughter as though she were my 
own.” 

“ You have proved it to us, and I hope that you already feel that it is 
cruel to trouble our joy. But I must tell you that even if Guy de Baiitru 
were as poor as Job, he would be a very good husband for Madeleine, and 
that if he asks her hand in marriage a year from to-day, I shan’t refuse an 
alliance which honours both her and me.” 

“ And you are right, cousin. I should have liked to hear you spsak 
like that before, ana I beg you to believe that I havtj nothing against the 
dear boy, nothing serious, at all events. I think him rather frivolous, and 
rather subject to bad tempers, like his uncle ” 

“Thanks, marchioness,” said Sou8carri6ro. 

“ But ho lias his uncle’s good qualities, and I am sure tliat if he chooses 
he will make Madeleine perfectly happy. It is my friendship for them 
both that leads me to inquire what frame of mind he is in. If 1 did not 
love them, I shouldn’t say a word. I am satisfied now, and will say no 
more. We will marry them to each other. Besides, between ourselves,” 
added the marchioness, laughing, “ it would be rather late to make objec- 
tions. They have been together for the last three days, and they act as 
though they had never parted.’* 

“ Allow me to remark that this proves that my nephew has never 
ceased loving Madeleine, my dear mauame," 

“ And that Madeleine has never forgotten your nephew. Oh I I don’t 
find fault with her for that. Maugars gave her to Bctelan without con- 
sulting me. It was a hasty marriage, like my own. I was only eighteen 
when my father said : ‘ My daughter, allow me to introduce you to the 
Marquis de Puygarraiilt. You will marry him in six weeks.’ I cast down 
my eyes and said, ‘ Yes,’ although the poor marquis was nearly forty, and 
very ugly. I maintain that Madeleine is much more exc&ablo than 1 for 
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ha^nng consented, for Estelan was very handsome. She would proh^l^ 
have ended, like myself, by becoming attached to her husband, but 
did not have time to do so. And I think it quite natural that she should 
havq returned to Guy without wavering. A hypocrite would pretend to 
hesitate, while Madeleine follows her inclinations, and I like her frank* 
ness. But,” resumed the marchioness, after a short pause, “ wh$.t a time 
it takes her to get me my shawl 1” 

“ Slie is probably looking for it.” 

“ She is not looking in the right place. Gny prevents her from knowing 
what she is about. Maiigars, you had better go and see what those tw 
children are doing. The garden is very large, and at the bi;^ck of tho 
house there are some woods that go off, heaven knows where 1 

“ Besides, the sun has set while w'e have been talking, and it Is almost 
night,” said Souscarri^rc. Stay here, Maugars. I will go myself.” 

“ No need of it,” replied the count. “ I see Madeleine coming,*^ 

“ Without my shawl,” added Madame de Fuygarrault, 

“ And without your nephew,” observed M. de Maugars. * 

“ Where the deuce has he gone ? ” muttered Souscarrifere, 

** We shall soon know. Madeleine is coming towards us as though ^ 
had some news to tell.” 

'file marchioness was right. Madame dl<]stclan was commg hastily 
towards them, and from her appearance it seemed as if something unusual 
had happened. 

“ Well,” asked Souscarri^rc, “what have you done with Guy?” He 
liad retained the habit of speaking very familiarly to Madeleine, as ho had 
known her from her childhood. ' 

“ You look pale,” exclaimed the count ; “what has happened?” 
“Nothing of any consequence, father,” said Madeleine, who Wwnliid 
trying to hide her anxiety. 

‘ ‘ But where is Bautru ? ” 

“ He has left the garden.” 

“Left it; how?” said the marchioness, “There is no gate on tiiat 
side. ” 

“He leaped over Ihe railing.” 

“ What 1 over the railing?” said Souscarrito. “What did he per- 
form that gymnastic feat for ? ” 0 ^"^ 

“Come, Madeleine, tell us why yon are frightened. Calm yourself,” 
said M. de Maugars. 

“ And tell us where Guy has gone,” added Madame de Puygarrault. 

“ I tried to detain him, but he went away in spite of me, and I am 
anxious because he went after a man.” 

“ What man ? ” inquired the count, 

“ I will tell you all about it,” said Madeleine, leaning upon her father’s 
arm. “My cousin’s shawl,” she resumed, “ was not on the bench where 
she left it, and I thought that Julie had perhaps taken it into the hot- 
house. I wanted to show Monsieur de Bautru a flower which the gardener 
could not tell mo the name of, and we went along the path by the side of 
the railing ” 

“ Make haste, nSy dear Madeleine,” exclaimed Souscarri^re, who was 
beginning to feel annoyed by all this delay. 

“ Monsieur de Bautru stopped to show me a fine effect of light over the 
treegjai^hich are separated from our garden by the road — the reflection of 
the setting sun which was playing upon the leaves ” 
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Madeleine, you are making us die of impatience!” exclaimed the 
marchioness. 

** When 1 remarked a man who was leaning against the trunk of ai) old 
oak, and I pointed him out to Monsieur do Bautrn. This man seemed to 
be looking at us, and when he saw that we liad noticed him he tried to 
hide himself behind the trees. I should not have paid any attention to 
this proceeding, but Monsieur do Bautru did not like it. He looked atten- 
tively in the direction where we had seen the man, and found that lie 
liad disappeared. We thought he had gone off altogether, and we went 
towards the hot-house, where we did not find the shawl. I then saw that 
it had grown very late, and there was not light enough for me to find niy 
flower* So we returned by the same path, when we saw the man again. 
This time he had come near to the hedge. He seemed to me to be tall and 
slight, but 1 could not distinguish his matures. It was almost night.” 

“ How was he dressed ? ” asked Sou scar riere. 

** Like a workman, so far as 1 could judge, with a low-crowned hat, 
and a blouse.” 

“Some Paris prowler, no doubt. People of that kind often show them- 
selves about here, and 1 cannot imagine why Guy troubled himself about 
the fellow.” 

I took him for a beggar, and I was going to fling him a few coppers 
when Monsieur de Bautru called out to him, and asked him what he was 
doing there Instead of replying, the fellow ran off into the woods. It 
was then that Monsieur de Bautru climbed over the railing, after telling 
me to return to you. ” 

“What ridiculous behaviour!” ginimblcd Souscarricre. “Does he 
mean to prevent people from looking at Maugars’ villa? ” 

'“I tried to detain him, but he was already out iiijon the road. He 
made me a sign with his hand, and ran into the wood. Then I became 
afraid, and I came back as fast as I could to tell you what had happened, 
as well as to beg my father to send some one to look for Monsieur de 
Bautru.” c 

“ The deuce take him I” grumbled Souscarriiire ; “let him take care of 
himself, as he is fool enough to run after a vagabond.” 

“But, father,” entreated Madeleine. “I beg of you to call the man- 
servant or the gardener ! If Monsieur de Bautru w'ere attacked he has 
no weapon to defend himself, and the man had a stout stick in his iiaiid. ” 

“ She is right,” said M. de Maugars. “ The environs of Paris are full 
of rascals on the look out for some bad job or other. We can’t let Guy 
remain alone with this fellow, w'ho may have some comrades hidden in the 
woods. Come, Souscarri^re, let us both go. W e can get him out of his 
difficulties if he needs help. ” 

“ Certainly, and it is better not to say anything to your servants about 
such a foolish piece of business. ” 

The count Wf standing and brandishing his canc as though it had been 
a sword, while Souscarri^re broke a stout branch off a nut tree and pre- 
pared to accompany his old comrade. 

“There U an opening on this side,” said Maugars, “and the road 
passes by the house.” 

“Where are you going, little one?” called the marchioness, seeing 
that Madeleine W’-as about to follow M. de Maugars and the colonel. 

“Tam going with my father, cousin,” replied the giil. “ I must show 
him whore Monsieur de Bautru w^eiit.” 
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** What do you mean, mademoiselle ? Are you going to fight, like a 
boy ? " ^ 

“ It must be in the blood, madame/’ said Souscarri^re, laughing. 
•‘Mademoiselle Madeleine is a soldier’s daughter.” 

‘ ‘ Are you going to encourage her absurd caprices ? ” 

“Yes, for the dear girl doesn’t run the slightest risk, especially as we 
all go together. Won’t you come, too? Why not? It is splendid 
weather, and a little exercise assists the digestion after tea.” 

“ You'are laughing at me, but I will show you that I, as well, have tliO 
blood of the Maugars in my veins. I won’t leave my dear Madeleine tb 
the care of two soldiers m ho might abandon her while they fought, if 
they had a chance to fight.” 

So saying, the old lady rose up and took the young girl’s arm. Made- 
leiiie would gladly have escaped if it had been iKJSsible, but Souscarri^jre, 
laughing heartily, liad hastened on to rejoin the count, and a moment 
later the whole party stood upon a uddo road, bordered on one side by the 
garden railing, and on the other by a sparse wood. The men walked 
ahead and the women followed. This part of Vesinet is but little ire-* 
quented. No one w^as to be seen upon the road, and no soitnd was heard 
except the dull rolling of a train as it steamed into the station a mile and a 
half away. 

“I wonder what my nephew can mean by all this,” grumbled Sous- 
carri^-‘ro. “I really begin to believe that he wants to make your daughter 
take him for a knight-errant, or something of that sort. This is w'hat wo 
call iifantaaia in Africa.” 

“ I think,” replied Maugars, “ that he did perfectly right to follow tUo 
man, A fellow prowling at night-time round a house in a lonely spot 
mu&t be up to mischief of some sort. I have enemies, you know, my dear 
friend,” 

“ Dismiss such thoughts as those, and try to be happy with Madeleine. 
Aha ! we shan’t have to look long ! There comes my nephew, out on tJie 
road there, a hundred paces ahead.” 

‘*lt may be the inijn himself. I can see nothing but a black outline.” 

It W'as, indeed, impossible to recognise any one at such a distance, for 
the night had fallen ; still it was easy to see that the individual who had 
emerged from the wood w'as hastily approaching, 

“Its Guy, I’ll warrant ! ” said Souscarri6rc. “The man would have 
made off if he had seen us. ” 

“ It really is Monsieur de Bautiu ! ” joyfully exclaimed Madeleine, who 
was now making the marchioness walk faster than she felt disix>sed to do. 
The young girl W'as not mistaken, and Guy, w'ho hoard her exclamation, 
ran forward to meet the party. 

“ Ah, here you are ! ” said his uncle ; “ be good enough to tell us what 
made you climb over a five- foot railing to start off alter a tramp ? Did 
you catch him ? ” 

“ No, although I ran pretty fast, but he was too far ahead, and I lost 
siglit of him. He took advantage of the darkness to go off by some side 
road which I didn’t Jtnow' of. I thought I had him once, and I ha<l almost 
caught him when he let this bouquet drop.” Whereupon Bautru dis- 
played a large bunch of roses wliich lie held in his hand. 

“ Oho ! ” exclaimed Souscarriere, “this is something new. The robber 
is only^ sweetheart bringing a bouquet on his lady-lovo’a birthday.” 

“ It is very strange ! ” muttered M. de Maugars. 
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** Good ! ” “said the marchioness, “now yon will take it into your head 
that he was bringing the flowers to Madeleine. Maids and cooks are not 
scaroe about here, and even if there were nobody but Julie, that won Id 
account for it. She is a good girl, and by no means ugly, and she may 
have found an admirer in some kitchen gardener about here,” 

“ Will you give mo the bouquet? said Madeleine, softly. 

Guy, Boine^at surprised, bowed and obeyed her. She took hold of 
the nosegay with the tips of her Angers and threw it scornfully out upon 
the road. “You don’t think now that it was for me, do you ? ’nme asked. 
“I did not think so before,” replied Bautru, at once. ^ 

“We are all children,” said Souscarri^re, who was laughing hiartily 
at the little scene. “When 1 think that Guy is out of breath, and that 
we are all astir on account of a scamp in love with some servant girl, I 


must say that wo act like fools. The mountain has brought forth a 
mouse. 1 suggest that we should go back to the house. Take my arm, 
marchioness, and let the young people go ahead.” 

Madame de Puygarrault accex)ted the offer, guessing her old friend’s 
.motlv'es, and seeing no impropriety in allowing her little cousin to con-, 
verse undisturbed with Guy de Bautru. The count, who also felt satisfied, 
joined the colonel and the marchioness, and the lovers walked along side 
by side. 

“I was very much frightened,” said Madeleine, in a low tone, to 
Bautru. 


“ What were you afraid of ? ” * 

“I was ffighteued on your account. I thought that the man might 
attack you, fqr you wore alone in the woods. Didn’t yon think it would 
alarm mo to go off as you did ? ” 

“ 1 certainly thought of you, for I think of you at all times.” 

“Then why didn’t you say to yourself that I should be dreadfully 
alarmed ? It was very wrong, and I beg that yon won't try me like that* 
again. Do you know that my father is thinking of buying an dstato near 
your uncle’s manor ? We shall pass the autumn and winter there. Well, 
then, if you come to La Bret^che ” 

“ T/'I come I — 1 shall go when you do, and shall stay as long as. you 
stay.” 

“ Then you must promise not to run after danger in this way. I am 
sure that yon are very reckless when jrou hunt, and that if your uncle did 
not restrain you, you ” 

“ 1 shall obey you in e-verything. You well know that I only live for 
you.** And as Madeleine cast down her eyes without replying, Guy 
added : “Do you doubt tliat ? ” 

“ No,” stammered the young girl. 

“ You have thought that I had forgotten you. You were told that I 
was leading a gay life, and that I had become unworthy of you. I was 
trying to forget you, but I have never ceased to love you devotedly. I 
swear this to yuu, Madeleine, and I beg of you to tell me if you still 
remember the time when there was no obstacle between os.” 

“ I do remember it. Why should 1 hide that from you ? 1 cannot say 
what is false.” 

* ' And now that you are free, will you suffer me to hope that when 1 
can ask for your hand, you will ” 

“ Do not require an answer of me now,” interrupted Madeleine* It 
seems to me that Heaven would punish me if I confessed to you— -yon see 
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how disturbed t am— do you not read my heart ? But Uter on— when 1 
shall have laid aside this mourning attire, which reminds me of 
fortune — X will — if your feelings have not changed— do as my father 
wishea ” 

Guy was about to reply, when his uncle stopped him. 

“ Halt, vanguard I " shouted Souscarriire, laughingly. We have 
reached the garden gate, and it seems to me, young people, that you have 
had plenty of time to talk. I regret disturbing you, but I must be at 
the Cafd du Helder at half-past ten. An old regimental comrade is 
waiting for me there, and be is in trouble, so that my engagement with, 
him nttist be kept. Take leave of your hosts, my lad^^ apd let us retuM 
* in good order ’ to the V^sinet station. It is 8 . 40 , and the trahKr leaves 
at 9 . 10 .** % ^ 

Guy would have willingly prolonged so happy an evening, felt 

that he ought to spare Madeleine’s feelings at such a time, and ene had 
already given him ouflicient encouragement. He hoped, too, to see her 
on the next day. The count looked pleased, and the marchioness as Well, 
The party broke up with kind words on all sides, and Maugars’ last 
remarks to his friend Souscarrierc were: ** Don’t forget to go to PrunCvahSt ‘ 
to morrow, and tell him that I shall call on Tuesday morning to witlidtaw 
the funds which 1 entrusted to him. I have already apprised him by 
letter to get the money together. I wrote three days ago, and X eatpeot 
him to be ready.** 

VIIL 

M. PREDOO lived in the Rue do la Bienfaisanee — Charity Street, as we 
should say in English — and this name might have served as a sign above 
his door, for not a needy man among the many who applied to him ever 
w^ent away without ample alms. All the poor in the district knew the 
road to his abode. 

Sceptical philosopher though he was, he spent a third of his income in 
good deeds like these The old bachelor liked to go to the club or theatre 
of an evening, but alPthe same he took an interest in feiTeting out hidden 
poverty, and often did he climb up black ricketty stairs to take some 
family in distress the food they needed. He knew how to extend that 
help which checks the impecunious clerk on the road to ruin, and how to 
biKl w'ork for women driven to despair, and shelter for helpless old men. 
Children were his especial favourites among the poor. He searched for 
them in hovels, picked them up when they were wandering about the 
streets, and found an asylum for them where they were cared for properly. 

The gay young men to whom lie lent money w’hen they got into trouble 
by gambling did not dream that Fr^doc divided his life into two parts and 
carefully concealed that which was devoted to charity. He avoided visits 
as far os possible, and had no intimate friends ; and as his acquamtances 
of 'both sexes were in the habit of coming across him very often, they liad 
no occasion to call upon him at home. He did not, however, carry the 
love of solitude so far as to refuse to receive those who called. He wel- 
comed them cordialfy, and appeared glad to see them. 

His rooms were cheerful. They were on the second floor bf a handsome 
new house, and were comfortably furnished, but without luxury or dis- 
characteristics. The drawing-room might have been a lawyer’s, 
a merchant’s, or a physician’s. The aining-room looked like the refectory 



Ilf , TH3S BAY OP REOKONim 

of a convent ; the study like a minister’s cabinet. There were plenty of 
pigeon-holes and green pasteboard boxes for papers, plenty of writing 
materials, but no books and no works of art, And in the bedroom there 
was not a single sentimental relic of the past, such as people advanced in 
life are fond of gathering about them. There was not even the picture of 
some ancestress. It seemed as though M. Fr^oc had had no past. 

He lived with a housekeeper who attended to everything, and who was 
at the same time bis prime minister, so to speak. She might have been 
a priest's housekeeper, for she was old and serious, and had never been 
attractive. She dressed like a country woman, and never held any con- 
verse with the servants in the neighbourhood, although she did all the 
marketing and shopping herself. The tradespeople reund about thought 
her very lofty, because she never gossiped, but the poor liked her becauso 
she inquii'ed into their needs, and was alvirays ready to tell M. Fr^*doc of 
their troubles. Brigitte belonged to a vanished race, that of the servants 
of past times who were born, and who lived and died in their employer'si 
house, being handed down like heirlooms from father to son. They shared 
the joys and sorrows of the family, and ended by belonging to it, in point 
of fact, for they were treated like old friends. 

Fr^doc never went so far as to consult his housekeeiver, like Molkh'c, 
but had put her upon a footing of respectful familiarity which slic was 
incapable of taking advantage of ; and she knew more than any one else 
about the silent bachelor, for she had been with him for many years. Shu 
deserved the confidence placed in her, and her devotion was almost wor- 
ship. It was said in the neighbourhood that she would have made any 
aacrifice to show her respect and attachment to her master. 

On the morrow of the day when Guy de Bautru and his uncle u^ent to 
V^‘sinct, and which was destined to be a memorable one to them, this 
pearl of housekeepers entered her master’s room at noon to announce the 
arrival of a visitor. Fr^doc was standing at a bay-window’, so deeply 
absorbed in the contemplation of a small oval miniature which ho held in 
his hand that if those indiscreet fellows Busserolles or Girac had come 
upon him unexpectedly, they would cottainly have related that “the 
man without illusions,'^ “the strongest-minded man about,'* as Frcdoc’s 
acquaintances very often called him. was still weak at times, for he actually 
went into dreamy ecstasies over a portrait. They would have remarked 
also that when Fredoc was at home, he was unlike the gay man at the 
club or Mabille, the lively companion who bore his sixty winters so well. 

His pleasant, good-natured face had an extremely sad expression ; no 
smile played about his mouth ; hie eyes were dull. He seemed to bear a 
load of grief, and looked almost aged. 

“ AVhat do you want, Brigitte ? ” he asked, in a hoarse voice. 

“ Monsieur Prunevaux, the lawyer, wishes to see yon.” 

Fi’thloc started. “ Ask him to wait in the drawing-room,” he replied. 
And, while Brigitte walked noiselessly away, he gave a last look at the 
locket, placed It in a rosewood desk and closed it carefully. The gilt key 
hung from his watch chain. 

Then, drawing himself up, like a man who is preparing to be pleasant, 
he dismissed the gloom from his face, and his eyes grew mild again. 
This was the* work of a moment. He entered the drawing-room with a 
smile, and* held out both his hands. 

Pninevaux was awaiting him, walking up and down the room.^With 
stout persons this need of motion is almost always a sign of nervousness. 
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When a fat mam’s mind is at rest, his conscience at peace, he always pre- 
fers repose to motion. The notary looked careworn. His flabby face wae 
pale, the perspiration stood in large drops upon his brow, and he seemed 
scarcely able to assume a look of composure as he replied to Pr^oc’s 
question — a very commonplace one : 

** What brings you here so early ? ** 

“ I wish to ask a service of you,” said Pninevaux. 

It took him more than a moment to say these few words, which scKmied 
to 'stick in his throat. 

* ‘ A service ? 1 must thank you for having thought of me, and I am 
entirely at your disposal. What is it ? ” 

‘ ‘ I feel some hesitation in telling you, but you are the only man to 
whom I dare confess that I am in need of money.” 

“You !” exclaimed Prc'doc. “You are looking for a loan like some 
gay fellow who has run into debt— you whom capitalists trust with their 
funds 1 This is really funny, and 1 should positively laugh if you didn’t 
look so upset.” 

“There is no room for mirth, I assure you,” sighed Pninevaux. “Jf I 
don’t find this money soon I don’t know what will follow.” 

“You have been making extravagant presents to that singer, Antoiua, 
no doubt, and I fear that you have been squandering more money than 
you could afford.” 

“I have taken serious responsibilities upon myself on her account. 
She is to make her first appearance in opera this M^eck.” 

“But if the matter proves a failure you are not obliged to pay,” 

Prunevaux did not answer, but hung his head. 

Fr^doc looked at him with a searching expression, and understood his 
silence and strange demeanour. “I must say that .you alarm me,” he 
remarked. “ Have you gone even further than I thought ? ” 

“ Yes,” rejoined the notary, with a painful effort. 

“ It is serious, then ? ” 

“ Very serious.” 

“ This is bad ! What amount do you need ? ” 

Prunevcvux still hesftated to speak. The sum was so large that he did 
not dare to name it. After hesitating a long time, he finally decided to 
use his eloquence. “ Fredoc,” said he, in a broken voice, “don’t condemn 
without hearing me. You know' that I love Antonia. Life as it was before 
I knew her had no temptations for me, but since that time I live indeed. 
You remember that my first acquaintance witli her W'as due to the merest 
chance. She is not bad hearted, she is, in fact, true-hearted, but I can 
deny her nothing.” 

“I don’t want to take you to task. But Antonia would spirit milliong 
aw^ay just as Cleopatra melted pearls, for her own amusement. That is 
w hy she is called the * Grasshopper. ’ She is utterly reckless in her 
expenditure, and her brain is like that of a bird. She never has a sensible 
i<lea. She will die in w'ant, after reducing others to a like condition. I 
am ready, however, to help you. So I beg of you tell me all. What 
amount do you need ? ” 

“Six hundred thousand francs,” replied Prunevaux, when he had 
screwed up his courage by an immense effort. 

‘ * What ! more than half a million gone in less than a year ? ” 

“XfV yes ! ” said Prunevaux, in the utmost dejection. 

Frddoc shrugged his shoulders, and looked at the notary as a surgeon 
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looks &t a serious pathological case, sa extraovdktary one, interesting io 
the practitioner but mortal to the patient. **My poor friend/' said he, 
&OQld have remonstrated with you long ago had 1 known that you fiad 
gone so far. But I will say no more. The evil is done. It imis| be 
rejmired while there is yet time. 1 have asked you to make a clean breast 
of it. How do you stand ? ’* 

I am driven to desperation,” said Prunevaux, in a scarcely audible 
voice. have invested three hundred thousand francs in tho theatre, 


,* which won’t, however, be lost if tlie enterprise succeeds." 

“And you think that it may ? ” , 

“ Undoubtedlv. The company is a good one, and Antonia has a 
wonderful voice,^* * 


" My dear Prunevaux,” sot Frtfdoc, in a tone of commiseration, “ you 
are farther gone than I imagined. How can you seriously believe in the 
success of alot of second-rate singers who have been got together to play 
comic opera at midsummer in a theatre which is no longer fashionable. It 
is natural that you shbuld deceive yourself as to the Grasshopper’s talent, 
but—" 


** She might have sung at the Grand Opera had she wished.” 

“ She ought to have t^en the chance, then, if she had it, and you need 
not have sacrificed a hundred thousand crowns to bring her out.” 

And as Prunevaux looked down, PrCdoc resumed: “Are you really so 
much in love with her as to do all this ? ” 


“ I love her so much that I have risked disgrace and ruin for her sake,” 
said the notary, carried away by a passionate impulse which made him 
betray himself completely. You will toll me that t am mad. I am 1 I 
see where I am rushing, the precipice yawiit at my feet, but I cannot 
check my onward coarse. I might promise you to renounce Antonia, but 
J should not have the courage to do so. 1 haven’t tlm strength of mind to 
live without her.” 

“How in world has she succeeded in bewitching you to such an 
extent?” « 

“ She has never attempted to bewitoh me. SJie never laid an> trap 
for me. She has nev«* thought of my wealth. I offered 'everything.* I 
rushed blindly towards certain ruin. And now, if I ha<.l to begin over again, 

( should act in the same way. You cannot understand all this, for life 
has been mild and staid with you. You were not brought iip by a father 
who expected you to live on a hundred francs a month. You had a happy 
vouth. But I passed through many trials and knew many privations. I 
nave had burdensome duties in my profession, although my inclinations 
V ere against such seclusion as has been my lot. A day came when the 
^ ery sight of the documents which I was forced to handle sickened my 
foul, and T abjolutcly hated the narrow-minded, sordid people about me. 
*1 hat day T broke my chains. I am forty years old, no doubt, fat, and 
ugly, and my conduct is absurd, besides being criminaL But let thoee 
who have never loved throw at me the first stone I ” 

This was said so feelingly, and.with such an air of absolute sino^ity,^ 
that Fr^doc could not help shuddennu. ’ , M ' 

“ I shall* cast none at you,” he said. The time, would be a b^ 

You are unfortunate and unhappy. I am your fHbhd. Let us 
one can best help you. You need six hundred francs ? ” 

“ More than that; but if I had that sum X nil^l^eather storm. 
The danger is very great,” 
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•* You have u»ed some of your clients’ money, then ? ** 

** Yes, and immediate reimbursement is required/’ 

“ Whose money have you used ? ” 

** The Count de Maugars’, which he gave me six months ago to invest 
in a first mortgage.” 

Did he never ask you what you had done with it ? ” 

**When his daughter’s marriage was talked of — the marriage which 
turned out so badly — he told me that he wished to settle two hundred 
thousand francs upon Mademoiselle de Maiigars, and that 1 must have the 
money ready for Monsieur d’Estelan, her intended husband. I had the 
sum when the contact was^ drawn up, but it remained in my safe. 
Monsieur d’Estelan intended to take it out later, but you know that he 
disappeared. Now, Monsieur de Maugars claims. this money in his 
daughter’s name, as it was settled upon her, and at the same time requires 
the repayment of the surplus.” 

* ‘ Has he been to see you or did he write ? ” 

** Neither. He sent Monsieur de Bautru’s uncle to me — that eccentrio 
man whom you saw dressed like Don Quixote at Madame Aubijoux’s IwAk 


This man, Souscarrifere, told me that his friend wished to employ his funds 
in purchasing an estate. 3’he count knew that 1 had not invested the 
money, and I was obliged to say that I would repay it in a week. You 
Boe my terrible position, my dear Fr^doc.” 

“ So, if you cannot procure this six hundred thousand francs ” 

** The chamber of notaries would force me to sell my charge at once.” 

“ The sale would amply suffice to indemnify Monsieur de Maugfc.” 

* ‘ Perhaps so, but I have other creditors. They don’t demand immediate 
payment at pi csent, but if they hear of this they will present themselves, 
lhave looked every possibility in the face, even that of beingpublicly pro- 
secuted. And as the clients who have deposited mmM|ua||H||^ne will be 
ruined— for even the sale of my charge would deficit^ 

it is possible that the worst may coined^ 

What would you do in such a caseV’ 


“ What would you do in such a case“ , 
“ What you would dp. I shouldn’t outlivj 
“ But you still hope to avoid it. What dd 
”lf 1 repay Monsieur de Maugar^y[|||||yi I 
in a matter which will give handHoi^^BB|B|M 
Fredoc wondered whether 
, he had so foolishly rented, but absti^^^HR 
“Let us admit,” he said calndJN^pfb 


||^H|||g|e doing ? ” 

I am interested 
lIHHHRure time.” 
Ut^ySTio the theatre which 
asking the question, 
this would settle all your 


difficulties for the time being. Where will you procure six hundred 
thousand francs in one week’s time ? You can’t suppose that 1 am able 
to lend you such^a sum of money. I don’t possess it.” 

“ I did not c^^to ask it of you. The way in which I have spoken 


proves that. If I 
I sli^dr.npt 

the^^Mtir 


intended to ask such a sacrifice of your friendship 
use^ mytelf before you of all my weaknesses as I 

iHMlipstkness. But how can I be useful to you ? ’ 
with Monsieur Aubijoux, M you not?” 


nju^d with Monsieur Aubijoux, 

|P^|us friends, at all events, an< 
^r^^ijthoftght of asking him ft 


babwthat 

leaoi 


for €ue loan and he refused it. 1 kno'it^ 
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heard the last words which you spoke, and 1 can even repeat them to 
you.” 

Ko need of that. I know them MreU enough. He very drily re- 
plied ; ‘ I do business, but I don't lend money. * ” " 

There is nothing to be looked for from him, then. Aubijoux never 
changes his mind.” 

“1 don't di-eam of borrowing money of him. But he might purchase 
an interest in an enterprise which is beyond me, but which might be 
very lucrative to him.” 

“ In other words, you wish to give up your share to him, btit your 
share in what ? ” 

“In the affair of the theatre — the Faiitaisies Comiques. He could 
double the amount invested in a very short time.” 

‘ ‘ Po you really think I could propose such a speculation to him ? 
Really, my dear Primevaux, you must be losing your mind, let me tell 
you. Aubijoux would laugh in my face ; and I am surprised that you 
should seriously believe in the success of a theatre which will certainly be 
closed a month after it is opened.” 

“ You arc mistaken. All the other theatres of the kind have announced 
that tlioy are about to close for the season. Their place must be filled. 
The manager told me so yesterday. Besides, Antonia will have stupendous 
success. ” 

“ The manager risks nobody’s money but your own. He will take 
good care not to discourage you, Antonia must want to be hissed, an<l 
she will be hissed.” 

“You arc very harsh, Fredoc,” said the vocalist’s lover, wounded as to 
what he held most dear. 

“ Harsbi l^t wholesome, like a dentist’s forceps. When you are cured, 
if I sticceei'^u ^garing you, you will thank me for having deprived you of 
your dan^ous^ illusions. Now, lot us speak seriously. You need six 
hundred*th^j|and francs at least ? ” 

“Yes, at atfy cost. ” 

“ For how long ? »’ •* 

“For one year. In a year I ^ shall have arranged all my affairs, and 
shall be able to return the ainoant.” 

You must go to the Aioney-lenders, then.” 

“ I am willing, but I don’t know any of them. Are there any who 
advance hundreds of thousafftjsof f^cs y »» 

“ All kinds of people are to be found in Paris, ButJthese usurers call 
themselves capitalists. They only operate on a great scale, and don’t offer 
their clients empty bottles and stuffed crocodiles, as in good old times. 
They don’t speculate upon the weaknesses of minors, they look out 

for rich borrowers of good position wl^ are crampe<| ibr %^time and forced 
to extremes, and, after making prop^ ^x^uiries, tih|y l^d at 

thirty per cent. A iiotaiy is as good as bunion w them, six 

hundred thousand francs will only cost yot^^b hundred thousand intel^est 
at the end of the year. ” 

“ I will Efnbmit to that, if I must-” ' , , 

“ I can*tell you of a man, then, who will ffeece you, since you ooniMUit td 
be fleeced.” / 'V 

“ You know such a man ’ ” , ^ ^ \ ^ 

“ Np, thank Heaven I My incOmftls enough for ine, and I no 
dealings' with these gentlemen. But one of my f^dei^ds at the clul^now.* 
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him, and recently rcconunended him to MonBioiir de Baxitru who raised 
the money he required through him.” 

“Tli^ deuce! Monsieur de Bautru is the nephew of that Mohsieui 
Souscarri()re whom the Count dc Maugars sent to withdraw the funds 
which he left in my hands.” 

“ What does that matter? Money-lenders are obliged to be discreet, 
and they don’t reveal their clients’ affairs. If you go to see this fellow he 
won’t mention the young man to you, nor you to him*” 

“ He lent him ” 

“Thirty thousand franca, I believe.” 

“I need six hundred thousand,” said Antonia’s lover, dejectedly. 

“ Well, you offer twenty times the guarantee that Bautru did, for he is 
almost ruined. I repeat, the amount is not an insurmountable obstacle* ” 

“ And this man will keep the secret?” 

“ Don’t doubt that, for his business is of a kind which, if it were known, 
would bring liim before the correctional police. He will keep the thing 
fpiiet, you may be sure of it. You will receive your money down, and you 
will have to give him notes for eight hundred thousand francs witho^ht 
stipulation of interest. ” 

“Yes; but if ho puts the notes in circulation I should be in a bad 
plight. It is forbidden for a notaiy, under penalty of losing his charge, to 
sign a note at sight, or a bill.” 

“ Do not fret aliout that; your signature won’t leave his safe. It had 
better not be there at all ; but in your situation I don’t see any other plan. ” 

“ I agree with you, and I only fear, alas ! that it may not be possible 
to carry it out. Just remember that I require this money in four or five 
days. Moii.sieur 8ouscarricre asked me to pay it back on Tuesday.” 

“And will make his appearance that day, you may be sure of it. His 
exactitude is that of a military man. But if the capitalist "ifi willing to 
lend you the money, it won’t take him forty-eight hours to make inquiries 
about you, as everybody in Paris knows who you are.” 

“ Then, my dear friend, I have not a moment to lose, and I beg of you, 
as a favour, to go to thirf* money -lender’s house with me.” 

“ Why should I go there ? fie has never seen me, and. my name would 
tell him nothing, for ho has probably never heard it. My recommendation 
would have no weight with him.” 

“ But how shall! approach him, if I am not recommended by some one?” 

“ In your place I should content myself with frankly setting forth the 
fliotivo of my visit, giving some reason or other for needing the money.” 

“ And if tlie man tolls me that I am mistaken, that he does not lend at 
interest — or asks who sent me, what then?” 

“Tell him that Monsieur Jules de Rangouze says that he does this 
business. You have met this Rangouze, haven’t you, although you don’t 
belong to our club ? ” 

“Yes, I saw him lately at Monsieur Aubijoux’s entertainment.” 

“ Well, then, tell your money-lender that Monsieur de Rangouze spoke 
of him in your presence, and boasted of his open way of dealing, and that 
this gave you the idea t>f applying to Mm. It will be a white lie, but in 
such a fix 08 you are in ” 

“I must ask his name and address,” interrupted Prunevaux, without 
noticing the sarcasm in which FreSdoc had ventured to indulge, 

^ “ Monsieur Gu6n^gaud, No. llo Rue des Vinaigriers.” 

** Is he thei'c every day ? ” 
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“’From twelve till two,*’ 

“ Well, I have a cab below, and I will go there. Thanks, my dear 
friend ; if I succeed in arranging the matter with him, you will have saved 
my life. Not a word to Antonia ! ” 

“No, you may be sure of that.” 

“ 1 need not add that it would be very disastrous to me if Monsieur de 
Maugars or any of his friends knew that I was borrowing a usurer. ** 

“Don’t fear. I have no connection whatever with Monsieur de 
Maugars, and his friends shall never know that you have done me the 
honour of telling me about your difficulties.” 

Pninevaux was about to ask for a less evasive answer when Brigitte 
reappeared. She looked like a servant who has a visit to announce, but 
intends to wait till her master is alone. The lawyer made haste to take 
leave. 'Frddoc accompanied him to the door, and when he shut it said to 
his housekeeper: “Did you see that man? Next week he will be in 
Mazas prison.” 

But Prunevaux did not hear this sinister prediction. He was going 
down stairs as fast as his short legs would admit of. He was in haste to 
see this money-lender on whom he founded his final hope. He sprang into 
the cab which awaited him, and while this modest equipage rolled on 
towards the Hue des "Vinaigriers he thought no more of Fredoc than of 
Ms lost honour. 

The unfortunate man had reached that height of folly, at which one 
cares no longer for the opinion of the world. lie had not hesitated to 
confess his shameful acts to a man who was neither his relative nor his 
intimate friend. He did not hesitate, either, about going to a money- 
lender, one of those hard-fisted usurers, who made money out of the vices of 
others. He cared little for his professional dignity, but held it cheap. 
He thought only of Antonia, and if he so particularly wished to procure 
the money which he owed to M. de Maugars, it was less to avert an 
inevitable catastrophe than to procure the means of still leading the life 
which he had of late become accustomed to. 

What did his dishonoured name matter to him, or his signature shut 
up in a bill discounter’s safe, in company with the notes of gamblers and 
scamps of all sorts ? Provided he could live as he had been living nothing 
affected him. And if the attempt which he was about to make failed, 
he did not intend to renounce Antouia. He wished to afford himself the 
stupid pleasure of seeing her, in short skirts, behind the footlights of a 
theatre which he had hired with the money he had stolen. All the rest 
was nothing. His plans were all laid. A notary who is about to make a 
mess of it does not wait to disappear until his last thousand-franc note has 
vanished. Prunevaux had taken his precautions ; he still had a well-filled 
portfolio in his pocket, and he was quite ready to bolt, for he imagined 
that the Grasshopper would willingly consent to sing abroad, so as not to 
separate berself from the ridiculous-looking lover who was burning his 
ships for her sake. 

The Count de Maugars reduced to misery in his old age was of no 
importance to Prunevaux, nor cared ho for the fate of Madeleine married 
to Estelan^ for whom he had been guarantee. Antonia was always before 
his eyes. Her seductive image pursued him everywhere ; he had seen 
her in his mind when ho reached Fredoc’s rooms, and when his cab drew 
up before the door of the house where M. GueniSgaud lived,*- he peeined 
again to behold her before him. 
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The Bight of the hoTifle Bomewhat startled him. The Rue des Vinaigrierai 
ia not one of those streets where large capitalists willingly locate them- 
selves as a rule. Starting from the Boulevard de Magenta, it ends at the 
Canal Sdfint-Martin, and none of the houses are handsome ; indeed, the 
oldest and shabbiest of all bore the number mentioned by Er<5do0. It was 
a decayed-looking building with a tumble-down frontage bulging out upon 
the street. There were five storeys with narrow windows, a narrow door^ 
and a couple of dirty shops. 

Prunevaux could not recover from his astonishment, and began to think 
it idle to try to borrow six hundred thousand francs from a man who lived 
in such a hovel. He would not retreat, however, for he had made up 
his mind to try any means of getting out of his difficulties, and so he 
plunged boldly into a dark alley, at the end of which an old -woman 
crouched back in her room like a spider in a hole in the wall. 

“ Monsieur Gu^n^gaud ? On the second door,” grumbled the old witch, 
after looking at the visitor from head to foot. 

The notary passed on with his head down, and climbed the stairs, 
involuntarily thinking of the handsome waxed staircase which led to his 
own office. After slowly climbing some thirty shaky steps, he came to a 
square laiirling, and saw in front of him a door decorated with a brass 
plate, on -which were the following words in large letters : }Smi%csn Agmcy, 
There was a dirty mat and a bell rope with a liare’s foot affixed to it. 

He felt disgusted at the sight, and thought for a moment of going away, 
but Antonia rose before him with her streaming hair, her smiling lips, and 
that silveryjaugh which silenced him whenever he attempted to talk sense 
to her. So he closed his eyes and rang. A somewhat long pause followed 
the stifled sound of a slight tinkling. 

“ Has he gone out,” thought the lawyer. 

But suddenly the door was softly opened by a woman who was still 
young, and who had been very handaome j she wore a full Arlesian cos- 
tume. 

“ M(jnsieur Giuin^gaud is busy,” she said, with a marked southern 
accent; “but if you w ilk come in and wait till he has tiiiished talking I 
think that you need not wait long.” 

The notary had gone too far to draw back, and he allowed himself to 
bo led through a dark entry into a small room, -wdiich might have passed 
for a shabby piirlour, for it was furuislicd with two divans covered with 
worn-out moleskin, and four walnut chairs. 

“ Don't be impatient, sir,” said the servant, pointing tow^ards a door, 
“Monsieur Gu^negaud is in his office. I will tell him that you are waiting 
for him and he will call you.” 

She then left Prunevaux to his anything but pleasant reflections. The 
shabby appearance of the hole in which he found himself did not give him 
a very lofty idea of the resources of the money-lender whoih Fitdoc had 
recommended to him. He said to himself that such people often try to 
put on poor appearances to hide their financial operations; that a man may 
live in a shabby-looking place and yet handle a large amount of capital, 
and that a usurer does not need to display luxury in order to attract cus- 
tom; but he thought that M. Gmin^gaud’s riches were all too well dis- 
guised, and he could scarcely believe that the pretended business agent 
had much money at his disposal. 

* “However,” he muttered, as he walked up and down the floo^'of the 
I'^mely waitmg-rooni, “ he lent some coin to Bautru, Fiikloc told me so^ 
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and be certainly did not invent that. Bautru is a little country gentleman 
wbo offers no ^roat guarantee, while I — besides Ou^egaud has other cus- 
tomers, as he IS now receiving one while I am waiting. 

The noise of a somewhat animated confab reached Prunevaux through 
the door which separated him from the private room. He could not hear 
what words were being said, but he clearly distinguished the sound of two 
voices, and it seemed to him that the noise grow gradually louder. 

Then he suddenly hoard an arm-chair pushed back by one of the 
speakers, who rose so quickly that the chair struck the door between the 
two rooms, and partially opened it. The locks were no better than the 
furniture at the residence of the capitalist of the Rue des Vinaigriers. 

Prunevaux, who was quite startled, stopped walking up and down, 
and as he did so these words struck his ear, spCken by a sonorous voice 
which lie easily recognised: *‘I tell you again that 1 won’t go away until 
you give me back my note ! ” 

The voice was that of Guy de Bautru, and Prunevaux’s first impulse 
was to fly. Bautru had only to push the door which stood ajar open to 
be face to face with him, and if he did so the unfortunate notary was lost. 
His presence in sitch a place would clearly indicate the state of his affairs, 
and Bautru, who was M. de Maugars* friend, would not fail to tell the 
count of so strange a meeting. 

But it was not easy to go away without being heard by the two men 
who were talking in the private room, and if Bautru, attracted by the 
sound of hurried footsteps, came to see who was there, he would catch 
Primeyaux on the wing. It was better to keep quiet, and this was whal 
Antonia’s lover decided to do. ^ He remained in the place wliere ho 
motionless and mute, stifling his breath, his head bent forward, and listen 
ing, half dead with fright. 

** Excuse me, sir,” said a lisping voice which seemed to be M. Gueno- 
gand’s, your note is not yet due. I am not obliged to give it back to you.” 

“You promised me that it should not leave your hands, so it must l>c 
here. It suits me to pay you before the time when it falls due. Here is 
your money. I want my note. ” 

** I have not got it.” ' 

“You have not got it!” exclaimed Bautru; “ you have dared to cir 
culate it, in spite of your promise ? That is a piece of rascality for whicli 
you shall pay dearly.” 

“ No, no, your note is not in circulation, I give you my word of honour.” 

“ Where is it, thou ? ” 

“ In the hands of the capitalist who furnished the money. You know 
very well, my dear sir, that I was but an intermediary, a mere inter- 
mediary in this transaction.” 

^ “I know nothing about it, and I am not your *dear sir.* You never 
Said a word of all this when we treated together.” 

“ Well, T’ll tell you now. The money was not mine, unfortunately. 
Therj is a person who does not wish to be known in the matter on account 
of prejudices, you know. I only have my commission. And, naturally, 
as soon as the matter was arranged, I handed the note to the real lender. 
He risks his money ; it is only right that he shoulid be protected by your 
signature. ” 

“And that he should give it back to me ’when I pay him.” 

“ Of course ; but the case of a client who wishes to pay before +-ime ie < 
BO rare that my principal could notioresee it.** * 
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** Go and tell him, and bring me my bill.” 

** It ia impossible to do so to-day. 1 cannot see him till to-inQnw» in 
the afternoon.” 

“ Veiy well, then, I W'ill return on the day after to-morrow. But I 
declare to you that if you don’t give me back the paper which was 
foolish enough to sign. 1 will at once enter a complaint against you at the 
public prosecutor’s office. The law will discover your honourable asso- 
ciate, and we will see what it will say to your operations at forty per 
cent. You understand me, I presume? Good day.” 

M. Gu^n^gaud grumbled out a few words which Prunovaux did not 
hear, and the noise of a door violently opened and shut apprised the 
notary that the interview was over. 

Bautru’s departm-e relieved him of great anxiety. He no longer feared 
being recognised by him, and he cared very little about the young man’s 
quarrels with the money-lender. And, by listening at the door, he had 
obtained some information which gave him hox)e. M. GiuSntigaud did not 
operate by himself. There was some “backer ” behind the scenes. This 
explained everything, the street, the house, the rooms, and the furniturt^, 
Tliis place was but a workshop where tlic business W'as carried on ; but 
tlie strong-box was elsewhere, and nothing prevented it from holding 
Tuillions. 

Nothing hindered its opening to a Paris notary, “ cramped for a time,” 
as the saying goes, and Priinovaux made ready to speak. 

He was arranging his opening speech u'hen the door was thrown wide 
open and in stepped a man, whose face and bearing surprised him greatly, 
a tall fellow,' with broad shoulders, a dark reddish complexion, and woolly 
hair. He was clad in black from head to foot, with a white tie, which 
contrasted strangely with his fiery skin, his pimply nose, thick lips, and 
athletic figure. His whole appearance was singular. He looked like a 
porter disguised as a bailiff. As soon as he saw Prunevaux, who was 
trying to put on an expressi<»n of the highest respectability, he exclaimed 
in a loud tone: “What! were you there, sir? That good-for-nothing 
Mariette didn’t tell me ! .She alw'ays behaves in that way! I was busy, 
it’s true, but I gave her orders to let me know when any one oaiiic. In 
this tumble-down place the doors open without being touched,” he added, 
examining the lock which had yielded to tlio shock of the chair against 
the partition. 

“ I did not hear anything,” muttered Prunevaux. 

“Oh! I don’,t care if you did. A young swell was mad because I 
wouldn’t let him pay before date — fifteen days before. I should like to 
see myself doing that ! And all because he won some money yesterday 
at baccarat or tiie races. In a week’s time he will be in another mess, 
and be coming back after more money. Oh, these Parisians ! they are all 
fond of bounce ! But come in, sir.” 

Prunevaux hesitated, Tliis way of talking to a stranger about the 
aflairs of the previous customer was not calculated to encourage him to 
tell his own business, especially such business as it w’as. He made up his 
mind, how^evor, to do go, and seated himself in the chair which M. 
Gu(jnt5gaud politely pointed out. 

The chair was damaged, and the desk in a very bad state. A leaden 
inkstand, some split pens, a beer-glass, a lot of ruled paper, and a coloured 
pipoj^e spread about across the black leather cover, which was slashed 
f^J^^ipped all over with a pen-knife, and these incongruous accessories 
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seemed to have been placed there expressly to edify visitors as to the 
dissipated discounter’s mode of life. 

** what can I do for you, sir?” he asked, striking an attitude, throw- 
ing himself back in his arm-chair, and playing with his watch-c'iain, 
which was of gilt copper, and as thick as a rope. 

was told about you, sir,” said Prunevaux, who was beginning to 
remember Predoc’s lesson, “by a gentleman I know — Monsieur Jules de 
Hangouze. Ho said that you undertook negotiations which are somewhat 
outside of usual commercial habits. ” 

“That is true. Commercial habits are somewhat too regular. 1 am 
an innovator. 1 don’t recognise the law which has set the rate at which 
a man may oblige hia neighbour, and I venture to say that any intelligent 
man will say as I do. Money is of more or less value, accordingly as it ia 
more or less needed ; and a loan depends upon the oUbrcd guarantee. ” 

“ I agree with you as to that,” interrupted Prunevaux, who had not 
come to listen to a speech on political economy, “and that is what leads 
me to propose to you ” 

“Very happy that you agree with me, my dear sir,” iuterrnptid 
Gu(?!ncgaud, in his turn. “ It was Monsieur Jules do liangouze who sent 
you to me, then ? That is a first-rate recommendation, sir, first-rate ! ” 

“ Excuse me, sir, he spoke of you in my presence, by chance, but I did 
not tell him that I wished to see you. You will easily understand that u 
person does not care to divulge his money matters, if he be embarrassed, 
to a gentleman whom ho meets frequently in society. I have precautious 
to take, many precautions.” 

“ When a man has an honourable position — and it seems to me that 
you must have a first-class one — that is quite natural. But don’t be 
squeamish with your humble servant. This office is the tomb of secrets, 
Tell me, if you please, who you are, and how much you require.” 

“I am iVIaitro Prunevaux, a notary in Paris,” said Antonia’s lover, 
with an effort. 

“I congratulate you, sir. Your name is well known, and a notary’s 
^ebarge is as good as bullion itself. What sum ^o you need ? ” * 

“ A large sum, ami before naming it to you, 1 should like to know how 
much you would lend, at the most.” 

“ Good 1 I sec. Th’s place does not look like Rothschild’s, and you 
probably wonder whether anything serious iu the way of business is done 
here. Don’t bo alarmed. The safe isn’t here, but there is plenty of money 
in it. I represent a capitalist who would not let his ears be cut off for 
two or three little millions. So, now, tell me your needs.” 

“ Six hundred thousand francs.” 

“ That is a large sum, but it can be raised if tlicre is sufficient security 
and proper interest.” 

“ I know to whom I liave come, and I expect to pay accordingly,” 

“ Will vou pay thirty per cent. ?” 

“That was the interest mentioned by Monsieur de Rangouzo. 
However ” 

“You can bargain when we come to that. Let us hear what are the 
securities.” ‘ 

“ I begin by stating, then, that I have only my name to offer.” 

“ I must know what that amounts to. I believe that you could not 
give me notes endorsed by the president of the chamber of uotari^. 
you must have a good practice. That is easy to see.” „ w 



a?UB DAY OF UECKONINQ. 


“ I paid three hundred and fifty thoneand francs for my charge, and I 
expect a million to be left to mo by an a^ed relative.” 

“ That loo Us well, now ! If our inquiries have satisfactory answers, it 
will sullied. Questions will be asked, of course.” 

“ Oh, of course ! ” 

“ My partner, my dear sir, is a man who looks upon things from a high 
point of view. He judges from a moral point, if I may so express myself, 
lie won’t say : * Why docs this notary require six hundred thousand 
francs? Ho must have exhausted his means.* No, he will say that a 
notary may be iuconvenienred just as well as any one else, if he is fond of 
a gay life. My partner secs life as it is. To him the question will be, 
whetlier the said notary’s character is good, and if he can be relied upon. 
Will he sell his last shirt, or will he bolt ? That is the whole question. 
Wc shall see. We say, then, six hundred thousand at thirty per cent., 
tor how long ? ** 

“ For one year.” 

That is a long time, but it can be done. You wisli the money as soon, 
as possible ? ” 

“Monday, at the latest.” 

“ Very well ! Call on Saturday. All inquiries will have been made by 
that time. I shall answer yes or no. Ami if it be yes, we shall settle the 
matter there and then. Leave me your address in case I need to write to 
you.” 

Pnmevaux produced his card, and gave it, not without some hesitation, 
to Guenegaud» who placed it in a greasy portfolio, and then drew a huge 
silver-gilt watch from his waistcoat pocket. 

“ Twenty luirnitcs to two,” he exclaimed, “and I am expected at two 
at tlie Cafe du Commerce. Excuse me, my dear sir, for leaving you, I 
[im going to play billiards and take my revenge. You arc stunned, ain’t 
you, now, to think that a man who has just settled a six-hundred thousand 
loan sliould go to jostle a lot of balls in liis leisure moments? Hut you will 
be much piore astoni.shed when you see the bank-notes on Saturday.” 

I'lie notary did not reply, and allowed himself to be shown out. He 
was amazed by all that he had seen and heard. Ho wondered whether 
the man was laughing at him, or whether the habits of money-lenders had 
shanged as well as their manners. He only knew of them by hearsay, 
never having had recourse to them before, and this one might be in earnest 
111 spite of his strange w ay of acting, for he had undoubtedly lent money 
to Guy de Bautru. And as people usually believe what they wish to be- 
lieve, Prunevaux had not gone down ten steps of the staircase before he 
negan to hope. 

The staircase was badly lighted by a casement window looking out 
ipon a narrow yard, and a sun ray was falling full in the face of a gentle- 
man w'ho was just coming up. Prunevaux, whose back was to the light, 
'ecognised him perfectly, and hung his head as he passed by. 

The gentleman whose notice he had Just escaped was no other than M, 
^.ubijoux, and this meeting threw him into a state of the greatest per- 
plexity. “Aubijoux here.! ” muttered he, as he stole along by the damp 
vail. “ What is he here for ? To see this money-lender ? That’s impoa- 
uble. Aubijoux doesn’t need hi^ services. Still, it was he, I’m sure of 
.hat. Fortunately, ho didn’t see me. But I saw him perfectly well, 
A’^d^^t^old mo that he was not in Paris at present. I can’t understand 
Perhaps — may be — yes, perhaps He la Oudn^gaud’s partner.’* 
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The supposition was a strange one, but it took such hold upoh the 
lawyer*s mind that he began rapidly to examine all the results of the 
strange meeting which had just occurred. He was quite rude to me the 
other night at his ball. when I spoke of a loan to him,” he though ** Who 
knows whether it wasn’t to compel me to go to his ‘man of straw,* who 
lends at thirty per cent. ? Money doesn’t bring in as much in honest 
business, and, thanks to this plan, Aubijoiix might double his capital in 
three years without compromising himself. It remains to be seen whether 
he will lend the coin. There is no difficulty about that, it seems to me. 
He doesn’t know what a plight I am in, and, besides, 1 have a hold on 
him now, for to injure him I need only say that he is a usurer with a false 

{ )artner. If I wrote two words to him as to meeting him in a doubtful- 
ooking place in the Quartier Saint-Martin, he wouldn’t dare refuse me. 
I really think that I shall have the money on Saturday, and, meantime, I 
may as well buy the two Japanese vases which Antonia wants.” 

This soliloquy brought him to his cab, into which he hastily climbed. 
It seemed to him as though inquisitive eyes peered out upon him from 
every window of the ugly house. He was ashamed of having gone there; 
but he felt no remorse for anything else. And yet this man had once been 
honest. The Grasshopper had certainly turned his licad. There couhl be 
no doubt of it. 

While the bewitched notary was telling his Jehu to drive him te 
see his Circe, who lived in the Avenue de Messine, M. Aubijoux was 
climbing to the second floor of the dirty house. M. Pninevaux had imt 
been mistaken, for it w'as indeed the millionaire of the llculevard Mont- 
morency who had cone up the staii's. But he undoubtedly w’ished to paw 
unrecognised, for he did not wear the black frockcoat, grey trousers, or 
white waistcoat which he invariably sported when he did not care wlio 
saw him. On the contrary, he had donned a check -patterned jacket and u 
soft hat, which made him look like a commercial traveller. 

When he reached the landing he stopped in front of the brass plate ami 
muttered: “This must be the place. I must bo skilful in my 
manoeuvres,” and he gave a hard pull at the bell. , 

This time GuOn<igaud opened the door, v ith a pipe in his mouth aud a ! 
sulky look on his face. “ Very sorry, sir.” grumbled he, “ but time’s np, 
and the hour for consultation is past.” He did not even look at his visitor 
os he spoke. 

“What, Marius, is this the w^ay you receive an old comrade?’ 
exclaimed M. Aubijoux. 

“ It is true that Marius is my first name, but may lightning strike me 
if 1 know you from Adam ! ” 

“ I must have grown very old since wc used to amuse ounsclves at Estac 
in (Tranny Ratonnoau’s wine-shop, where she sold such good tipple.” 

It was good, I have never drank any equal to it, but that doesn’t tell 
mo who you are.” 

“ Thiiiii a bit, Marius. Doesn’t my ?nuff remind you of anybody ? I’bt 
top-knot is grey and the skin is darker, but the nose is in exactly the same 
I)laqe.” 

“ That may be, but it is a nose I never saw before. ” 

“Then you never set foot' on a copper-lined three-master, which -went 
to Senegal and brought back loads of ‘ earth-nuts ’ to your employer oM 
Vem^gue.” ^ 

“ Yes, 1 did set foot on it, and more than once, but-^ — ” 
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** I told you s<h and now you are coming to the truth. You aixs be- 
ginning to remember that you were at the head of a squeid of porters on 
the wharf at Marseilles, and that you sometimes condescended to lend a 
hand yoivself. It was hard work, wasn’t it, lifting those bags, and it was 
a long way from the end of the Quai de Kive Neuve to old Vern^gue’s 
store. Still you could do the same now, for you haven’t fallen off since 
you became a Parisian. ” 

“ Five hundred thousand devils spike me, if I ” 

“Don’t swear! I’ll help you out of it. The three-master was called 
the * Cazamancc. ’ The mate of the * Cazamance ’ was named Jean Tiboulen, 
a high-liver, if you please, who didn’t despise rum, and paid for more than 
one bottle which you drank. Don’t you think that I look something like 
him?” 

‘ ‘ No — yes — there’s something — ^but Tiboulen was not as big as you are. ” 

“ He may have got broader in the shoulders in the meantime, for you 
haven’t seen him for ten years.” 

“ Then you are ” 

“ liboulen himself, my old Marius ! Will you leave me hero, outside^ 
now that I have told you my name ? ” 

“No, by heaven!” exclaimed Gu4n<^gaud, throwing the door wide 
open. “Come into the steward’s room — that is to say, come in, as it’s 
you. But I should never have recognised you, especially as I was told 
that Tiboulen died of yellow fever in Mexico.” 

“I caught it, but I got over it, and here I am ! Ah, how much trouble 
I Jiad to find you, but now that I have you, I shan’t let you go. I shall 
take you to 'the cafe and pay for punch — good punch — such as we used 
to drink at Granny Ratonneau’s shop. But let me see your establish- 
ment. You are not lodged like a ship-owner, but this is better than your 
garret in the Hue de la Darse, where you used to sleep on some old sacks. 
Aha ! so yo\i arc a scribbler now-a-days? You have an oliice with a door- 
plate upon it : * Business Agency.’ ” 

“ Yes, it bores me, but I must earn my living somehow.” 

“And you do earn it, it appears. But what makes you look at me as 
though I were a wild beas’t? You are not yot sure if I am Jean Tiboulen 
or not ? Then I must be a wizard, for I will tell you nil that you did 
when you w^ere with him in ’70, his last voyage to Marseilles.” 

“ No ; I believe you are he. Your face and your voice have changed, 
bat it is you, and you arc he.” 

“ Shall I tell 3 mu what old Vem^^ue’s store was like ? Shall I describe 
Ills two clerks? There was the taU, dark one, and the other who had 
Ruch a sly look. ” 

“Not worth while, old fellow I Now that I look at you in the light, I 
wonder why I diJnt’t kno7v you from your eyes and teeth.” 

“ They are .still good, and the teeth chew as well as ever* You shall 
judge for yourself when you dine with me,' one of these days. I will 
invite you, Marius, and not to some cheap hole cither. You shall choose 
the restaurant. ” 

“ We will go to La Eapee, then, uncork some good Burgundy and eat a 
fish dinner that will be ’as good as a Marseilles stew. Your affafrs go 
smoothly, it would seem ? You’re not a saJllor any more, arc you ? ” 

“No" I’ll tell you all about that, but not in this place. It’s too 
^arm, and I am thirsty as the devil. Where do you generally take your 
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**Near by. On the Qaai de Yalmy, beside the canal* The hcnse isn’t 
so fine as those on the Canebtdre, but the customers are very select, and 
there is a garden where we can talk. I had an appointment there to |p ay 
billiards with some sergeants who belong to the military hospital, but I’ll 
let that go. A fellow doesn’t find a friend like you every day. It will 
remind me of old times. Didn’t we have lota of fun ? ” 

We can have just as much now, Marius. Take your hat and let’s set 
sail. I am dying of thirst. ” 

’*So am 1. Go ahead, Tiboulen ! I gave Mariette a holiday. I am 
going to shut up the shop.” 

* ‘ Who’s Mariette — your wife ? ** 

** Haven’t any wife, not 1 1 Mariette is my housekeeper. How about 
you ? ” . 

“ I’m a bachelor, my lad, and I always shall be.” 

“ Good ; then we can drink just as much as we like.” 

M. Aubijoux went lightly down the sUiirs, and when they were in the 
street he took Guen(?gaud’s arm. “Yes, old fellow,” said he, “I have 
been looking for you for four days past. I arrived in Paris on Friday. 1 
was told that you were living here — a man from Marseilles whom I met 
at Guadeloupe told me, but he did not know your address, or ^vhat you 
were doing. I asked some trades’-people, but they knew nothing about 
you. Then I looked in the du’ectory and I found ; ‘ Gutfnegaud, business 
agent.’ I said to myself : * That must be my Marius. He was ambitious 
He has changed his trade.’ 1 was on the track and had the scent.” 

“ Like a pointer ! Do you intend to stay here long ? ” 

** Always. I have put by a little pile of coin wdiile X liavcbcen running 
round, and I have enough of pitching and tossing. 1 took an iTit€5ro.st in 
a ‘Navigation (company,’ and I have been made a manager of it. 'J’hat’s 
my story, my dear fellow ! Now, if you’re not satisfied witJi your position 
I might get you a good place with us.” 

“ I don’t refuse, for I am satisfied and I’m not.” 

“ What do you earn hero? ” 

“ Three hundred francs a month, that’s all. .To carry on such‘a paltry 
trade os this it’s not enough. ” 

“But you don’t have to be hero all day, do you ? ” 

** No, only a couple of hours.” 

“ It is not very hard, then ? ” 

“Yes, but there’s the responsibility.” 

•‘You are a cashier, chen. ” 

“No, indeed ! But I represent my employer.” 

“ You represent him in commercial matters, I presume ? ” 

“ There is noLhing of the kind going on here. It surprises you ? Well, 

I can speak out to a friend. My employer is a man who prefers to lend 
his money out at thirty or forty per cent, instead of investing it in bonds. 
And as he pretends to be a perfect gentleman, he does not show himself to 
his customers. I receive them, ask their names, what security they offer, 
and take down the conditions of the loan. Then I put them off a week, 
and I make my report to my employer. He makes inquiries, and if tho 
thing' suits him he gives me the money. I hand il to the fool who borrows 
it, in exchange for a note to my order, which I indorse in blank and which 
is placed in my employer’s safe till the day it falls due.” 

“And then you operate the other way. You give back the notp^ andr^ 
you receive the money. The lender is never seen. You are right, Ma^&^s, 
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it is a poor trade. There is a law against usury, and you might go to 
prison for months.’* 

<<No danger ! My employer is as sharp as a file. He picks out the 
people, with whom he deals, and nine times out of ten it is he who sends 
them to me. They are all young men of good family. He finds out that 
some swell of his acquaintance is in a scrape. He says to him, ‘My dear 
fellow, if you need any money, I know of a usurer who can lend you some.* 
The other thanks him and comes here to be fleeced. The funniest part of 
it all is that he often sends people here whose cash he has won at cards. 
He wins their money, lends them money at an enormous interest, and has 
a right to their gratitude besides ! ” 

‘‘These Parisians are a rum loti” exclaimed Aubijonx, “But what 
does it matter ! 1 should prefer to see you represent my company at some 
big port. You shall have six thousand francs salary and run no risks.” 

“Tiboulen, my old fellow I if you got mo that I should be yours till 
death, and you might count on me under all circumstances. I should be 
your slave.” 

“ I don’t ask so much, but I promise to see about it for you. Is tIHft 
your cafe ? ” 

“Yes; it’s a good one, too, and stylish for the neighbourhood of the 
Canal Saint-Martin. We shall sit under tliis arbour. I prefer to drink 
out of doors. May I have the punch made as I like it? ” 

“ How’s that ? Of course you can I ’* 

“I want to make it myself. W’'aiter, bring a punch-bowl^ a bottle of 
rum, some sugar, two lemons, and three fresh eggs,” cried Gu^^gaud, 
rapping with his cane upon one of the tables in the little garden mcing 
the Cafd du Commerce. “Tiboulen, my boy,” he added, “you shall 
taste my egg-nog and you will enjoy it, I’m sure ! I put that tall fellow 
Vallouris under the table once with this mixture ; you remember him, 
old Verii^jguc’s under-clerk.” 

“Ah, yes,” said Jean Tiboulen alias Aubijonx, “that tall fellow 
Vallouris. I icniembcr now, I remember him very well, but I had for- 
gottei? his name. What became of him? ” 

“ 1 think that he must be dead,” said Gu<^nc*gaud, xndifFercntly. 

“Really! U’liat’s a pity! He promised to turn out well. Why the 
dcucc do you think hc’.s dead ? He was very young.” 

“ No one knows whether he’s dead or not.” 

“ He did not die at Marseilles, then?” 

“No ; it seems he got killed when ho was in the Garde Mobile, in Paris 
or Eomewheie.” 

“ During the war of ’70, then ? That was the year I left Marseilles.” 

“Yes. He had no liking for business. He wanted to fight, so he 
enlisted, and he made an cud of himself. In one way he did well,” 

“ How w^as that ? ” 

“He’d have had a bad job on his shoulders if he had lived.** 

“How’s that ? You surprise me. Tell me all about it.” 

“ By-aiid-by, old chap. I must make the punch first. Here comes the 
waiter with what we want. What have you got in that tea-pot, my lad ? ** 

“Hot water, sir,” btammered the waiter. 

“ Didn’t you tell your master that th(f punch was for me ? Well, look, 
this is what I do with your hot water,” added Gu^n(5gaud, pouring the 
contents of the tea-kettle upon the grass, “ it is excellent io make pinks 
§roW.** 



128 


THB DAY OF REOKOKIKG. 


The lad disappeared after placing the punch-bowl, rum, classes, spoons, 
lemons and eggs, as asked for, upon the table. Xiboulen lighted a cigar 
and handed another to Marius, who took off his coat so as to make the 
punch more at his ease. * 

** Smoke that. I bought these at Havanaj# 

** You have been to America, then?” said Marius. 

“Yes, and I never intend to go back.” 

“I understand; you prefer to enjoy yourself here, to tiring yourself 
out on the * Cazamancc.’ The old shell must be played out by this time.” 
“Yes, it stopped sailing in 75, at Saint-Louis in Senegal.” 

“Well, it lasted longer than Daddy Vemfcgue.” 

“ Ah, he’s dead too, then ? ” 

“A year after the war, and it was none too soon, for the poor old man 
Imd his troubles. ” 

“What troubles had he? He was doing very well when I left Mar- 
seilles.” 

“That doesn’t prevent his having failed,” said Marius, pouring the 
rum into the punch-bowl. 

“Indeed!^’ 

“Yes. He was robbed, I must tell you.” 

Who robbed him ? A partner or a customer ? ” 

“Neither. He had placed thirty -three thousand francs, with which 
he meant to pay a bill due next day, in a drawer, w'hich some one opened. 
The money was stolen, and old Vem6gue couldn't pay Ins bill, and from 
that day forth everything went wrong with him. He died grief. ” 

“ Poor fellow ! He was a worthy man.” 

“Not bad, but very close. He would never give me more than five 
francs a day for directing his wharf men, and his two clerks were all but 
starved.” 

“ What became of the other one, the fair-haired fellow' ? ” 

“ Kascaillon?” 

Yes, the one who went about and recovered bad debts.” 

“I don’t know,” answered Marius, curtly. .“But look, here’s your 
mixture ! I have only to stir it and set fire to it. Give me a match.” 

“ There’s one. But how is it that you never heard anything about 
Rascaillon ? The same man from Marseilles who told me about you w hen 
I arrivld at Guadaloupe, told me that Rascaillon had gone to Algiers.” 

“ I think he did, but 1 never went to look after him.” 

** When did you leave Marseilles?” 

“ Four years ago. to come here, and 1 had all sorts of trouble for nine 
months. ” 

“ Until you came across your capitalist?” 

“ As you say. Without him 1 shouldn’t have had enough to eat. 
Look how the punch fires up ! See 1 look at it, Tiboulon I 

“ Don’t let it bum too long. It won’t be strong enough if you do.” 

“ You are right. I shall put it out. Now give us your glass ! I’ll 
sit down. Your health, old chap I ” 

“Yours, Marius! Your sore-throat mixture is first-rate. I nevci' 
had on^ ai^good, even in Granny Ratonneau’s den," Do you know, now, 
it vexes me not to know where Rascaillon is ? ” 

“Why?” ^ 

“ Because one day, when I was acquainted with him in Marseilles and 
needed some coin, he lent me two hundred francs. We drank it up, 
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together, that is true ; but I feci greatly obliged to hiin» and an I am rich 
at present, 1 should like to pay him back.’' 

“Well, you may boast of being lucky! He never lent ma a penny. 
If I ue^e in your place 1 shouldn’t trouble myself about the blockhead.*’ 

“ I do trouble my hcac4 ^ut him. What do I care for two hundred 
francs? Rascaillon may bo in need, and now-a-days I no more care for 
that amount than for the old hulk of a ‘ Cazamance.’ I shouldn’t be sur- 
prised if Rascaillon were as poor as Job.” 

“ He ! no, indeed I He has got over tliat long ago.” 

“ Then you have met him ? ” 

“ Xo, but I mean what I say. Rascaillon was as lazy as a lizard, but 
he was sharp, skilful, and had no more principles than a toad has feathers. 
He must have got on. If 1 were told he were a millionaire I shouldn’t be 
BO much surprised. ” 

“It’s possible. I admit such strange things happen now-a-days. If 
he has made a fortune he must be iu Paris, and if I saw him I shomd, all 
the same, like to show him that I pay my debts.” 

“Well, look him up in the Directory. You found my address there,” 
said Guenegaud, in a mocking tone. 

“You are right. Give me a glass of punch, old man ! ” 

“Two, if you like! When there is no more, some more will come,” 
said the ex-wnarfman, swallowing a full glass himself. 

He drank as men do in taverns, crooking his elbow, throwing back his 
head, and half closing his eyes. M. Aubijoux took advantage of his ges- 
ticulations to throw the burning liquid which he had poured out for him 
upon the grass. 

“Thunder and lightning! it does one good as it trickles down,” said 
Guenegaud, rubbing the pit of his stomach with his broad hand. “When 
I think that I sometimes have to go weeks without even a bottle of rum !’* 

“ But it seems to mo that with your salary — ■ — ” 

“ My dear fellow, on the fifteenth of the month I never have a farthing 
in my pocket, and if I asked ten francs from my employer, the niggam 
would -refuse tliem. Ah! ho doesn’t tie up his dogs with strings of 
sausages. Everything fbr himself and nothing for anybody else.” 

‘ ‘ Like Rascaillon, then ? ” 

“Yes, like Rascaillon. Worse than Rascaillon; Rascaillon was 
avaricious, but he didn’t cause any trouble. The gentleman '^om I 
serve goes into the highest society — he dresses like a prince, eats at the 
best restaurants, and lets me take my little bit at Duval’s, wear wom-out 
lM)ots, and smoko the worst tobacco. It’s disgusting ! ” 

“ But you are very useful to him.” 

“I should say I was. I defy him to replace me. Where will he find 
another man of straw to take my place, and help Mm in his undethfikid^ 
business — I mean a man who doesn’t steal and doesn’t tell what he is ? Do 
you know that if I wanted to stop his proceedings I need only tell one of 
the idiots whom he sends to me, * You need not take the trouble to come 
here. Go and find Mr. So-and-so, in such a street, at such a number. He 
is your friend, is he not ? Well, it is he who lends you money at thirty 
per cent.’ ” • * 

“If you did so, old chap, I shouldn’t klame you.” 

“ Yes, but I can’t do so. He gives me my grub and lodging.’* 

“ It depends upon you to drop him, as I propose to find, another berth 
for you.” 
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** Ok vthen 1 hare that mr man will have a bad time of It* 1 know a 
mat deal about him, and I’ll settle him J Meantime I must put up with 
him, and he does not amount to as much as this bowl of punch we are 
drinking. ** 

G u ^luigaud might have said * ‘ that I am drinking, ” for he had j ust taken 
his fifth glass, and M. Aubijoux, still managing as before, had not swallowed 
half a one. At this rate, the money-lender’s clerk would soon reach per- 
fect intoxication — that fuddled condition when a man reveals all his secrets. 
This was the result that the millionaire relied upon while pretending to 
help in emptying the bowl which had been filled to the brim with the fiery 
punch. He was in full possession of his clearness of thought, and the 
more Gu^u^gaud drank, the more Tiboulen Aubijoux plied him with 
questions. 

** Your employer is a perfect rascal,** said ho; “where the devil did you 
come across him ? ** 

“ I met him a long time ago.** 

“ Then you didn’t pick him up in the Paris streets ? ** 

** Oh, no, you may ne sure of that 1 In Paris he wouldn't have looked 
at me.” 

“ nien it was at Marseilles t " 

“I did not say so.” 

“Well, as you never lived anywhere but in Paris and Marseilles—** 

“ I beg your pardon, I have travelled a great deal.” 

“ In Algeria, perhaps ? ** 

“Yes, perhaps; but I say old chap, it annoys me to tell old stories. 
Even if they were gay ones I shouhinT care to tell them, but they are not. 
All that I regret is Granny Katonneau and you, and now 1 don’t regret you 
as I have found you again.” 

“Don’t you regret Rascaillon ? ” 

“ Rascaillon is a scamp. I told you eo before.” 

“No, you didn’t.” 

“ Ah ! I thought I did. Wlien will you have me made an agent of your 
Navigation ComxJany ? ” 

“Very soon. What port would you like to represent ? Marseilles, I 
suppose.” 

“ No, indeed I I don’t wish to see the Canebi^re again.” 

“ I understand ! It brings up unpleasant recollections. You got 
acquainted with Rascaillon there, and it appears he is a scamp. Still, 
that is no reason why I should lemain in bis debt, and I should be glad to 
know where he lives. ” 

“ What a queer idea,” grumbled Gufen^gaud, swallowing a sixth glass 
of punch, “ 1 don’t run after my creditors in that way. However, every- 
body has his own way of doin|; tnings. Tell me, Tiboulen,'* said he, after 
a pause, “ what would you give to pay your debt to Eascailjon ?” 

“ I owe him two hundred francs. I would give two hundred more. ** 

“ Well, then, give me twenty louis, and J will give ten to Rascaillon.” 

Aubijoux started. He saw that he had nearly attained his purpose. 
**Come now, my dear Gudn^gaud,” said he, laughing, “you Won’t 
undertake, to tell me again that you don’t know Where he is ; he must be 
in Paris.” * 

“Yes, and I have just remembered that one of my friends told me his 
address. Ydd need not go to him, as you don’t wish to do more than pay 
him, and 1 will do that for you.” 
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<* I prefer to|p 9 ,y him myself. ^ , J 

Bp you iumgine that 1 want to swindle you out of your two himdr^ 
francs ? XhouAuds pass through my hands every day, and I have never 
kept one. I am poor and needy, but I’m honest,” 

‘ ‘ I jftiow that, old chap I If you were not, your employer would have 
kicked you out. But I have particular reasons for talking with BascaiUom 
Here are ten louis, tell me where I can find him.” 

Gu^n^gaud eyed the gold pieces spread upon the table with greedy 
covetousness. He was, no doubt, calculating iiow many bottles of rmn 
tliey would buy. 

Well,” he said, with an effort, ‘*1 believe that ho lives in the Eae dii 
Madrid. ” 

** You are not sure, then ? ” 

“Yes, it’s there. I don’t remember the number, but it is at tlje end of 
the street — near the Boulevard Malesherbes. But it appearsthat Eascaillon 
is Kascaillon no longer. He has chanced his name.” 

“Ohol he has, has be?” muttered the false Tiboulen, **1 thought as 
much.” 

“ Giv'e me the two hundred franca,” said Qu^niSgaud, stretching o^t Kis 
hand to take them from the table. 


“ Presently. When you tell me what Bascaillon calls hunsell now,” 

** You want to know, do you ? ” 

“ I should say that I did 1 1 presume that if I went to ask for Monsieur 
Kascaillon, the door-keeper would laugh in my face.” 

“ You might wait outside, and when Kascaillon came out you would 
know him at once, although he is much better dressed than he used to be. 
You could go up to him, hand him his coin, and the matter would be over.” 

“ Ko, no, not in the street, we couldn’t talk at alll ” 

“ I don’t— remember liis new nanie — very well.” 

“ Think a little. It will come back to you.” 

The drunkard’s eyes were fixed upon the gold coins, and, to prevent 
him from attempting to pocket tliem, M. Aubijoux spread his hand over 
them, .and said, looking at him fixedly: “Why do you make so much 
trouble over the matter^ old chap ? Are you afraid that 1 shall play some 
trick on V erndgiie’s old clerk ? J ust remember that X have no spite against 
him whatever. He never did me any harm; on the contrary, he did me a 
good turn.” 

“No, it isn’t that which bothers me,” 

“ Or arc you afraid that he will be angry at my handing back the two 
hundred francs which I have ow^ed him for ten years. It isn’t probable, 
from wdiat I know of his character, Y"ou told me yourself that he used to 
be avaricious. That's a defect that does not disappear as people grow 
older. Kascaillon will be delighted to have his money back, and he 
thank me, I’ll be bound.” 

“ Well, if I tell you his new name you will give me the two hundred 
francs ? ” 

“ 'S'ou need only put out your baud to take them.” 

“ You must be very rich,” said the drunkard, with an air of mistrust. 

“ Come, now, I’m getting tired of all this ! Whoever saw anybody act 
that w*ay before? Here I give myself no end of trouble to fipd fon out, 
and go all over Pans, only to do you good turn, for I thought that I 
shouldn’t find you in any very flourishing condition, and I fancied that the 
help of an old comrade might be useful to you. I succeed 'in finding you, 
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you tell me your businese, 1 see that you need a lift, and I OffiW my ser- 
vices, and am ready to prove what I say. We come here like friends. In 
the course of our conversation, I find a reason for paying you a little sum 
for services rendered ; I only ask for a little information, and you bm gain 
with me about it! You button yourself up to the throat! You*a^ me 
questions to know why I want a mere address ! One would really think 
that it was a State secret. Upon my word, my dear fellow, since you 
speak like that, let us say no more on the matter. Call the waiter, so 
that I may pay for what we have had, and stay here, if you like. I’m 
goinff. When you change your mind, you can call upon me at my house. 
But I don’t answer for the situation I offered you being kept open long.” 

“You are right, by a thousand thunders!” exclaimed Gu^n6gaud, 
striking the table with his fist; ** Fm a fool. What is all this to me, after 
all? What do I care whether Bascaillon likes to see ydu or not?^ He 
hasn’t been so very kind to me, the scamp ! I should be very stupid to 
trouble my head about him. ” 

“ Well, then, tell me the name he has taken. It won’t scorch your 
Ups.” 

“ Promise me that you won’t tell Ilascailloii how you knew his address 
and his new name. ” 

** I promise. What docs he call himself now ? ” 

“ He calls himself Monsieur de Rangouze.” 

** Rangouze ! ” exclaimed M. Aubijoux. 

“ Yes, Jules de Rangouze. He put in. the (le» While he was about it, 
it was just as well, and it must be admitted that Rangouze sounds better 
than Rascaillon. It’s prettier. If he had remained a mere Monsieur 
Rascaillon, ho would not have come to anything. Suppose a ‘ Monsieur 
Rascaillon ’ were announced at a reception ? ” 

“ Ycks, I understand his having changed his name, especially since he 
goes into society.” 

“ Oh, into society of the tip-top sort. He i>lay8 baccarat, too, and bets 
at the races. Now, Tibouleii, you must give me my shiners.” 

“ Here they are,” said Aubijoux, pushing them towards the drurkard, 
who dexterously slipped them into his waistcoat pocket. “ You deserve 
to have them.” 

“ And you will get me the situation in the Navigation Company ? ” 

“ That’s understood.” 

“ Good 1 then I shall be abis to get along without that beggarly scamp ? ” 

“ Who are you talking about — Slascaillon ? ” 

** No ; my scoundrel of an employer. I shall soon give him the slip.” 

“You had better do so ; but tell me, this Rascaillon must be very 
rich, eh ? ” 

, . . y He has a largo fortune, and it is ge,tting larger every day.” 

** Tliat’s strange ; at Marseilles he hadn’t a penny of his own, and was 
np to his ears in debt. How did he manage to become a millionaire in so 
short a time ? It isn’t ten years since he was rurming about the streets 
for old Vemfegue.” 

“ You can ask him how it was when you see him,*' 

“ I should like it better if you told me, for I am afraid that he would 
tell me tb go about my business.” 

“ That’s very probable. He is not talkative, and he has his reasons 
for that,” 

** Yes, he niay not like to be reminded of the time when he was so 
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poor. All people who grow rich are like that, Anri now that X think of 
it, he has not perhaps made his fortune so fast without transgressing the 
laws.” 

0h> that never troubled him. He never cared in the least about the 
law, not he ! ” 

“The deuce ! If he is a scamp, then, I don't care to renew my 
acquaintance V’ith him.” 

“You are right,” said Gu^ncgaud, at once, “and you ought to follow 
the advice I gave you at first, and give me the two hundred francs to hand 
to him. I will give them to him, and, so that you may be sure of it, I 
will make him sign a receipt for them,” * 

“ No. He would ask how I came to meet you, and where I live, and 
so on, and I don’t care to have him visit me. I will send the coin to him 
by post in a registered letter, in which 1 wdll tell him that a friend pays 
an old debt. In that w'ay my conscience will be free, and I shan’t have 
the annoyance of feeling that X owe money to a man whom 1 can no long^ 
esteem.” 

“ Your idea is a famous one. Send him his money and let him go. * If 
you associated with him, he would try to cheat you.” 

“ I’hen he’s a swindler, decidedly ? ” 

“ That depends upon how'^ the thing is looked upon. There are people 
who think that usury is all right.” 

“Usury? Oh, I begin to understand. Come now, old chap, tell mo 
everything. You won’t be saying any more than I can guess. You are 
liascailloii’s clerk, are you not? ” 

“ Well, then, I am. I didn’t wish to tell you so, but I have let the cat 
out of the bag. That will teach him not to be so mean to an old comrade.” 

* ‘ Besides, you don’t need him now, as I shall take care of your future. 

I now understand why he chose you. Ho knew you long ago. ” 

“And he knew that I shouldn’t deceive him, or denounce him. But 
I don’t owe him any gratitude. He didn’t take me with him to oblige mo. 
He needed me, and feared me. One night as 1 was going out of a cook 
shop,* where I had dined on a pennyworth of bread and a cup of coffee 
with milk, I found myself face to face with Rascaillon, who w^as wrapped 
in a furred overcoat, and had a big cigar in his mouth. He tried to avoid 
me, but I took him by the collar of his bearskin coat, and forced him to 
listen to me. After that he simmered down, and told mo that he was 
doing business, and might perhaps employ me. I spare you our conversa^ 
tion — but a week afterwards I was installed in the Rue des Vinaigriers, 
in the den where you found me, and I began my trade as a usurer’s 
assistant. This has been going on for three years, and I can assure you 
that I have helped to fleece many a fool. Only to-day, there have 'beeii.- 
two there. A young swell named Bautru, who borrowed thirty thousand 
francs for thirty-three thousand at one month, and wanted to pay before 
date, and a notary who came to be cheated, the fool 1 ” 

“A notary?” 

“Yes, my dear fellow, a notary. He in a fellow named Prunevaux 
who wants a mere triple, — six hundred thousand francs for ayear,^ I don’t 
advise you to trust that fellow with an^ money of yours.” 

“ Prunevaux ! ” muttered M, Aubijoux. 

“ Do you know him ? ” 

“Not II” 

“1 ask you that because if you do 1 beg of you not to say anyth^g. 
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I should leavo BAsoaillon willingly^ but 1 huve no right to run down his 
business, as 1 am in it myself/* 

** Don’t be afraid. I have no dealings whatever with notaries. Bat I 
can’t get over Eascaillon’s handling hundreds of thousands ! How did he 
get hold of BO much money ? ** 

“Oh I he was not so well off when he began this game. I don’t think 
that he had more than thirty or forty thousand francs at the time, but tliey 
have greatly increased. A capital at forty per cent, soon grows, especially 
when there are no losses, and Monsieur de Kangouze knows how to work 
properly. He only sends me people of means, members of the club where 
he plays the sweU himself, ^ow he is rolling in gold, and if this goes 
on—” 

“ He will become a millionaire. 1 don’t doubt it. But his beginning 
is what I can’t get over. Had he made all that money when he left Mar^ 
aeilles ? ” 

“ Not that I know of. But he didn’t need to run after a few coppers, 
as when you knew him. He hadn’t changed his way of living, but it was 
said that he had money somewhere, hi<lden away. It was just about the 
time when Daddy Vern^guo failed. Rascalllon went up as his master 
went down, and when Vern^gue was dead he made off for Algiers.” 

“Does any one know what he did there ? ” 

All sorts of things — perhaps what he is doing here. But no one knows 
what he really did, and no one remembers him in Marseilles. Monsieur 
de Rangouze is a big man, and he would laugh at any audacious chap who 
felt minded to recognise him as the former clerk of a MarseiUrs merchant.” 

“ Bah I if you choose to show him up—” 

** I can’t. I have worked for him. I don’t wish to speak out. No 
one but you can denounce him, and you promised mo not to do so.” 

‘ ‘ Suppose that V allouris should turn up ? Arc you sure that he is dead ? ” 

“ Not perfectly sure, no. Nothing has ever been heard of him, and he 
was probably killed in fighting. But if he still lives he won’t show him- 
self in France. He is accused of theft.” 

** That bad business that you were talking of just now ? ” 

“Yes. It was he who took the thirty-three thousand francs from Daddy 
Vern^gue’s drawer.” 

“ He or Rascaillon.” 

“ Rascaillon I ” exclaimed Gu^n^gaud, “he was never suspected of 
doing it.” 

“ That is because suspicion fell upon another man ; but if Rascaillon 
got the money, that would explain his being so differently situated in so 
short a time.” 

..“The devil ! So it would ! I remember that he began to spend more 
money at the cafe a little while after the robbery, and before that he was 
never seen to spend a crown. A thousand thunders I I don’t care whether 
I work for a txoney-lender or not, but if I knew^^at I had been eating a 
thief’s broad for three years, I — come, TiboulenV^ don’t like to talk or 
think of it, I would rather drink another bottle of rum.” 

Gu^n6gaud took up his cane to summon the waijjer by striking upon 
the table; but M. Aubijoux rose and said abruptly: “No. You have 
drunk enou^, and 1 have busings to attend to. Before we separate, 
listen to me.” 

“You speak ‘very harshly,” muttered the drunkard, struck by the 
suddpn diaDga in the tone and manner of Xiboulen Aubijoux. 
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“ ItMea.iIl<m tttum’t know that I have seen yon,” tiie tt!l}ion> 

ftire. “ If you spoak of our meeting, you will end your dnye in povei^, 
and it will be your own fault, let me tell ybu. But if you say nothing, m 
a week from now I will bring you word about the situation I promised ycm, 
and a note for a thousand francs to begin with. Do you uncUrstand ? ** 

“ I shall be mute as a fish, but 

“ Not a word more. Your future depends npon yourself. I will sea 
you again.** And without noticing Gu^n^gaud’s astonishment, M. 
Aubijoux left the garden muttering to himself : ** Well, 1 haven*t lost the 
time I spent in Marseilles, nor lost any here. In three days the thief will 
be caught. May 1 be whipped if I thought it was that fellow Eangouse. « 
He has money in my business, too, but 1 don’t care what the sooundrel 
may do. 1 shall go to Estelan, who is impatiently waiting for me, and 
tell him that he can show himself again and take his wife back*, hi s|dte 
of his fool of a father-in-law.** 


IX. ‘ 

. rti' 

This summer rains which make the com grow delight the hearts of 
theatrical lessees. They pray for It when it is delayed, and bless it when 
it falls. They open and shut their doors according as the sky is clear or 
clouded. Of all the saints in the calendar, St. Medard^ is certainly the one 
to whom they most frequently offer their prayers. Now, St. Medard had 
been beneficent that year, and M. Escandeoat, an ex-bass singer, had decided 
after long hesitation that be would start as a manager at midsummer, with 
a new operetta and a company he had got together, in a theatre which was 
duly repaired and provided with the very attractive name of the Fantaisi^ 
Comiques. 

The inipressario had met with misfortunes as a singer in the now 
distant days of his youth. He could boast of having been hissed on every 
stage^in France, A Bordelese accent, which he had never been able to get 
rid of, had greatly centributed to his failure, and after many rebuffs! 
he had decided never more to invoke the phantoms in the fourth act 
of “Robert the Devil.” However, not wishing to give up his connection 
with the theatrical profession, he had become a manager, and for ten years 
past he had been roaming about France with a company which did not 
enrich him, although he did not spend much money upon it. 

I'he farce had finally ended at Marmande, where all the trunks of the 
company had been kept for unpaid hotel bills ; and poor Escandecat 
remaining without a company and without money, had gone in a melancholy 
mood to Faris, that providential city where poor actors in despair ^ipay^ 
rely upon the unforeseen and still indfulge in hope. 

Fortune at last smiled upon him. One day, while he was standing 
wrapped in his ulster, outside the Cafi des Vari6WS, she came to him in 
the guise of a pretty woman, who was leaving the Pastage des Panoramas, 
where she had just been buying a fan. 

Escandecat recogiused Antonia, a member of hiS former company, and 
Antonia, who was not proud, chose to remember that in 1875*8he had 
travelled about under his management.* And, as she liked to show her 
new splendour to the friends of ner days of poverty, she invited him to 


* The Froaeh 8t Swlthln.-<*T&Ana. 
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dine i;i4th het at her handsome apartment in the AT^nfUi de Messine. It 
was at dessert that the great affair of the Fautaisies Oomiqnes was 
broached. To become a manager in Paris — Esoandecat’s dream--^wa8 
what Antonia could realise, while realising a dream of her own, that of 
singing before the Parisian public as near as possible to the Boulevard des 
Italiens. 

Escandecat, who was greatly pleased, took it upon himself to find a 
theatre in three months^ time, an operetta and a troupe, and Antonia 
guaranteed to furnish the necessary funds. She had a “backer*' ready 
who only asked to pay, and who did pay. Escandecat promised secrecy, 
and a credit was opened which exceeded his highest hopes. He did not 
know himself for the same man, for he actually bad a cheque-book. Every 
time that he signed a cheque he looked at himself in the glass as if to make 
sure that it was really he who was drawing money out of an actual bank. 

He was discreet, and showed surprising activity. No one knew where 
this tide of wealth arose from. Some folks imagined that the money was 
Antonia's, and predicted that she would soon see the end of it, for in their 
opinion she would utterly fail in her attempt. Slie indulged, they said, 
in a very vain hope when she imagined that her d€but would lead to an 
engagement at the Op6ra Comique. Nor would she, they added, succeed 
in luimiliating her former companions in tlie profession. 

However, there was a theatre in the neighbourhood of the grand opera- 
house, a theatre which was lying idle, and where failures were as common 
as nettles at the foot of old walls. The thing to be done was to rent and 
restore it, and this swallowed up the trifle of a hundred thousand francs. 
The operetta was not so expensive. Two composers and three libretto 
writers set to work, and wrote and composed it in forty-seven days. The 
journalist M^tel lent his help. As for the companj^ it came from the 
four points of the compass. Escandecat introduced a comic singer who 
had been pining away in the inns of Castelnaudary ; lie paid the hotel 
bill of a tenor from Puy-en-Velay ; and ho sent for several of the players 
who had already shared the privations of his provincial campaigns. Paris 
furnished the lady singers. Antonia was not at all desirous that 
they shonld display - any talent. “ I shall be a host in myself," she said. 
And thus it came to pass that one night in Juno, a few days after the 
Grand Prix de Paris had been lost and w'on, the newspapers and posters 
about town announced that tlie Fantaisies Comiques was about to open, 
and that Mademoiselle Antonia would make her appearance in the new 
three-act operetta of “ Zairette, Queen of Cathay." 

As it hsA rained on St. Medard’s day, Escandecat relied upon forty 
days of showers, which would infallibly keep the Parisian fashionables 
from Trouvillc and Vichy, not to speak of the foreigners who had come 
bver to see the races. If June 8th had been a fine day, the manager, who 
was very weather-wise, would have put off “ Zak-ette ” until October, and 
Prunevaux’s illusions would have lasted three months more. See what a 
notary's fate may depend upon ! 

That night, shortly before eight o’clock, the front of the theatre where 
the Grasshopper was about to sing — ^perhftips not even “ all summer," like 
the inseCi. of the fable — was ablaze with light. Festoons of gas jets 
illuminatod tlie cornices, and abovtf the door the name of the new piece 
could be read in letters of fire. The public, or rather that portion of it 
which does not doom to wait for a place in the pit, had already entered, 
and fashionable spectators were beginning to arrive. Broughams and 
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victoriai drove up at a brisk trot through the crowd of ticket-BellerB, and 
from them alightm gentlemen in evening dress, and ladies covered with 
flowers and diamonds, and flashing like meteors. Never had the peaceful 
Btreet in which the theatre stooa seen so showy a crowd. The jgeoplo 
residiitg in the houses near by came to their windows and the doorkeepers 
to the sidewalks. They were asking one another in honour of what 
president or prince the long-closed theatre had opened. 

Clubmen knew very well that there was nothing of that kind going on. 
The news of Antonia’s dehut had spread about with the rapidity of 
lightning, and all the Grasshopper’s friends had engaged stalls or boxes. 
There was a legion of them, enough to have 6lled the theatre. But, like a 
wise woman, Antonia had exacted that the press should be supplied with < 
seats, aud that a number should even be reserved for amateurs who might 
wiaii to procure them at the box-office on the night of the first performance. 

Among the latter were Souscarrifere and his nephew, who had not come to 
judge of the Grasshopper’s voice by any means. They knew that sharp 
falsetto too well already. They had other matters on hand, and did not 
repair to the theatre merely to show themselves. Bautru, who was 
seriously in love with Madeleine de Maugars, spent almost all his tim^ at ' 
V'(^‘siuet now. He had even dispensed with going to the races on the day 
of the Grand Prix ; but bis absence had not prevented^his clearing a neat 
sum— thanks to some bold beta made far ahead. This success had set him 
afloat again, and he had immediately gone to Gu»?u6gaud for his note of 
hand. Marius had put him off for forty-eight hours, but when Guy 
returned to the Rue des Vinaigriers, he duly obtained the slip of stamped 
paper which he had signed. 8o everytl\ing was going well with himself, 
and but one black spot manned his uncle’s horizon. Pmnevaux’s behaviour 
bewildered SousoarrRre, who could not accustom himself to this invisible 
lawyer’s course of action. Tired at never finding him, annoyed besides at 
what his nephew had overheard after Madame Aubijoux’s ball, he had 
gone at last to his friend Fre'doc, to ask his advice as well os to complain 
to him. Souscarriiire had charge of withdrawing Maugars’ funds, and 
had (jflered to do so, and now Prunevaux kept out of his way as though 
he wished to avoid hearing anything on the subject. 

Fr6doc, on being consulted, had not been less ready than before to 
vouch for the notary’s honesty. He had admitted that Prunevaux’s course 
justified any precautions against his light conduct, and had ended by 
urging Souscarricre to insist upon the reimbursement of the six hundred 
thousand francs due to the Count de Maugars. Prunevaux’s present 
behaviour was highly discreditable, it could not be denied. Frr^doc’s 
confidential communications had gone no further, for ho would have 
blushed to take advantage of the secrets told him by the ruined notary. 
Still he had said enough to awaken Souscarriere’s mistrust, and this was^^ 
all he had aimed at. Frddoc, like a gentleman, wished to remain neutral* 
in all that concerned Antonia’s imprudent admirer and the Count de 
Maugars’ sympathetic friend ; he wished to warn the latter without de- 
nouncing the former. And thereupon Souscarri^re, who did not like half- 
way measures, had sworn to follow Prunevaux everywhere, to accost him 
no matter where they met, and to extort some clear explanation from him. 

He took leave of Fr6doc, thanking him ; and went to Bautra, Vho was 
dining in Paris that night ; then, aftfr briefly explaining to Guy what 
was going on, he induced him to accompany him to the Fantaisles Comiquea. 

Bautru did not care to go, and would greatly have preferred to pass the 
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«Y«nmg at Ydsiaet, but he could not refuse to help Mb uncle in an under- 
taking which'aimed at Baving M. de Maugars’ fortune. They accordingly 
yr&at to the theatre, where they secured a couple of bUXIb, and they now 
stood looking at the house, and exchanging remarks. 

** If any one had told me that I should be at the theatre to-night,” 
muttered Bautru, ** 1 should have been very much surprised. If Madame 
de Puygarrault learns that we were here she will make a scene about it 
to-morrow. ” 

I don’t care a bit for the marchioness’s scenes,” replied Souscarriere, 
** and 1 will make Prunevaux give up that money as soon as possible. 1 
don’t care whether 1 go up to mm in the theatre or elsewhere. Point him 
out to me if you see him before I do. 1 will keep him in sight, and after 
the first act I will corner him. I will get him against the wall, and if I 
see that he hesitates I will threaten to complain to the public prosecutor.” 

“ You won’t be driven to that. Prunevaux may be cramped a bit, but 
1 don’t believe he would use his clients* money. 1 fancy that Frcdoc has 
exaggerated the matter, in his solicitude as to interests dear to us. ” 

hope so, but we must act, and I shan’t let Prime vaux go till he has 
promised to explain and pay up to-morrow.’* 

** I hope he will make his appearance.** 

** He is hiding perhaps, but presently I will go and take a turn in the 
lobby to see who con es out of the boxes. There’s a party of your friends 
seating themselves in front of us.’* 

** xeB, I see Girao. He is a little less tipsy than usual.** 

** And there is the other man — the one that 1 dislike so much.” 

Kangouze ? 1 assure you, uncle, that he is a very obliging fellow.” 

** What do I care for that ? I shall never ask any service of him. 
With their high collars and white shirt fronts, your young friends look to 
me like perfect geese. I must give them that dinner, however, as I 
supped with them that famous night at the Caf^ Anglais. 1 invited them, 
and 1 don’t wish that they should take me for some ooasting Gascon. ” 

“ Oh, there’s no hurry. Besides, you invited the ladies, and I don’t 
care to meet those women again.” 

“Very well, then, I will entertain them without you. The marchioness 
can make no objection to that. But your faithful Busserolles is not on 
hand. How is it that ho has missed this first performance. ” 

“I’m sure I don’t know. I saw him recently. There is a little cool- 
ness between us.” 

“ Ah ! I see him now, near the orchestra. He is persistently looking 
at one of the lower boxes. There’s a woman in the case. I saw the tips 
of some gloved fingers making signs to him, and he is now making a reply. 
Who is he telegraphing to ? ” 

^ “ i*m sure i don’t know. The lady is sitting back in her box, but she 

^will end by showing herself, and then I shall perhaps be able to tell you 
her name, as you seemingly take an interest in Busserolles’ love affairs.” 

“II oh, D ».” 

** Ah 1 it is Madame Aubijoux who is making signs to Busserolles. See, 
she is leaning forward in her box.” 

SouscarriSre had never seen the eccentrio lady of the chfltcau on the 
Boiilevai^l de Montmorency. He had not been introduced to h^r at the 
ball. “Tha't tall blonde with blue eyes, is that Madame Aubijoux ?” 

“Yes,” replied Bautru. 

“ She does not please me at all. She as pretty, but she looks like a 
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German gerameAs. Her style ia langniahing. She aeema to have taken a 
fancy to Bueserollea/* 

“Ah, there comes ‘Leather helmet* as you call her.** 

“Leather helmet? Ah, yes! Rosine de Villemomble. My enemy at 
suppeK It seems that she has not yet forgiven me for calling her an ad- 
venturess, or for remembering that I saw her in Africa, for she is making 
angry eyes at me. Who are the two young persons with her ?'* 

“ Two new arrivals : a Hungarian woman and an Italian one.** 

“ I thought that she always went about with Antonia.** 

“They have had a quarrel, I hear.” 

“ The theatre is full, but I don’t see Prunevaux.** ^ 

“ Fr^doc must have been mistaken if he told you that you would meet 
him here. He may bo drawing up a contract at this very moment.” 

“ Oh, no ! I should say that he must bo behind the scenes, And I will 
find him, even if I have to go there to look for him.” 

“Not now, my dear uncle. The overture is about to begin. Let ns 
resign ourselves to listening to the music.” ^ 

“ If 1 could only stop up my ears ?” grumbled Sonscani^re. ^ 

The first notes of the overture interrupted his remarks. There was no 
originality about the music, which was made up of bits from all the 
fashionable operettas, slightly disguised, but most unskilfully, so that 
almost every air in the harlequinade was recognisable. But the public was 
not a fastidious one. They had come to hear the “Grasshopper,” and 
cared little for the work of a couple of chance composers of poor music. 

The people were inclined to be merry, and there was laughter in the 
boxes, talking in the gallery, and moving about in the pit. In the stalls, 
which were almost exclusively filled by clubmen, nobody listened, prefer- 
ring to ogle the women insteacl. 

Madame Aubijoux had sliown herself for a moment in one of the stage 
boxes, but she had since disappeared from the eyes of all save some women 
opposite, who were trying to see her as she sat far back in her box. Bus- 
^erolles also had disappeared, and as a stall had remained between. Girao 
and Kangouzc, it seemed as if after coming with them, he had left them to 
spend his evening in a'moro agreeable manner. 

Me'tel was seated near the entrance of the orchestra, and although he 
Tiad helped to write the words of the operetta, he by no means looked 
anxious, like an author whose destiny is about to be decided. He laughed 
openly at the musical platitudes of the overture, mado signs to his friends, 
and Bautru, who saw him, took an opportunity of pointing him out to his 
uncle. 

The curtain rose at this moment, and showed the interior of a harem — 
such as is seen on the stage. Escandecat had surpassed himself. H^ had 
bought the scenery of a theatre which had lately failed, and with the side 
scenes of “La Favorita ” and a }>ackground from the “ Heine de Chypre,” 
he had made an “ Oriental interior.” 

The subject of the new operetta was taken from an unfamiliar little 
story by Crebillon, the younger, and Mdtel had dished it up to suit 
the tastes of the present day. Zairette was, in Crebillon’a tale, an actress, 
belonging to the opera, whom some barbarian pirates carried and sold 
to a sultan, but M^tel had turned her^into a washerwoman, .who, leaving 
her buckets behind her, had m cured an engagement in a company of players 
bound for Samarcande. The said players being attacked on the way 
by some Tartars, were enslaved, and Fifino, the washerwoman, was taken 
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to the seraglio of the King of Cathay, who chose to call her Zalrette. The 
situation was by no means novel, but the fun of the thing consisted in 
making Zairettc talk like a washerwoman in reply to the flowery discourse 
of the sultan. The part suited Antonia in more ways than one, for she 
could have taught new slang to Madame Angot herself, Howevbr, she 
flattered herself that she had a voice, and Zairette sang ui)on all occasions. 

The first air in this masterpiece was a chorus in which the bad manners 
of the French washerwoman, now the favourite of the seraglio, were 
deplored. It was listened to good-naturedly, but with little attention. 
Rosine and her friends sneered ; Girac dozed off ; and Kangouze made 
efforts to see some one who was hidden in a small stage box. Bautru 
closed his eyes and thought of Madeleine, and Souscarri^re shrugged his 
shoulders. He was not Parisian enough to swallow stuff of this sort 
patiently.. 

The chorus was followed by the entrance of Sultan Moufliac, escorted 
by his entire court, in which there were several young women well known 
about town. This escort created a sensation, as there were numerous 
friends of these ladies in the theatre. 

“ I suspect that there will be some hissing later on,” whispered Bautru, 
in his uncle’s ear. In any case the Grasshopper will certainly repent of 
this attempt to attract public attention. She is very far from being up 
to the mark. ” 

“ She deserves to bo hissed,*^ grumbled Souscarri^re, “and if Prune - 
vaux doesn’t make his appearance I shan’t stay hero to listen.” 

Escandccat played the Sultan. An artist’s heart still beat in the 
manager’s breast. He remembered that he had ))een well received in 
Lisbon and Lodera, and wished to show the Parisians that talent existed 
outside of the company of the grand opera house. Ho began the lines 
written by Mc'tel to a well-kno\ni strain : 

“ For this pretty washer-(?lrl, 

- My heart ami my brain they whirl." 

Then came a pause, followed by these lines, sung archly ; 

“ Put she may bo a docoivor, ^ 

And can I really believe her ? ” 

“ She certainly iff a deceiver,” said a thick voice, which Bautru recog- 
nised as having heard somewlicre before. “Yes, old chap, she is,” added 
the voice, as Bautru turned and saw Guenegaud. 

“ What ! that fellow here?” muttered he. 

“ What ails you ? ’’ asked Souscarri^re. 

“ Nothing. There’s a money-lender here whom I borrowed some coin 
of, but I paid him back yesterday with the money I won at the Grand Prix. ” 

‘ ‘ Good ! I hope that you will have nothing more to do with such 
people. You cannot marry Madeleine de Maugars if you have any debts, 
and I hope that next year you will marry her. ” 

“ I wish thi 1 1 could marry her to-morrow.” 

The sovereign of Cathay now ordered one of his seraglio to bring the 
young captive before him, and took occasion to launch out a very high 
note, on tlie effect of which ho had placed immense reliance. The odalisque 
to whom *^ie gave the order was Zelie, whom the Grasshopper, faithful 
in her friendship, had wished to bring in for a share of her success. Z6lio 
knew how to plapr in an operetta just as she knew how to play the piano, 
that is to say, ejftremely badly. 
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Rosine, who did not like Zdlic by any means, now made a remark which 
caused all the musicians in the orchestra to smile : Ah ! so there is a flat* 
fish in the seraglio.” 

Zelie was “flat** indeed, but she did not like to hear people say so, 
especially when she was within hearing, and from that moment she vowed 
undying hatred against her former friend. 

The little scene generally remained unperceived. The stylish public 
which had come to see Antonia guessed that the improvised goddess was 
now about to appear. She did indeed arrive w^alking between two black 
slaves in melon-shaped turbans, and she made a successful effect, which 
excited the laughter of the public, by ridding herself of her guardians by 
giving each of them a ringing slap in the face. 

The Grasshopper remembered the time when, a grisette in Bordeaux^ 
she had been light-handed in this same way ; and in memory of her Gascon 
origin she had made up a costume which showed off all her charms : a 
silk handkerchief, coquettishly knotted upon her head, a tight bodies, and 
a short skirt. Her eyes w'cre bright, her head was erect, and her hands 
were on her hips. She made a very realistic washerwoman — and one fairly 
imagined that she smelt of garlic. All still wont very well when she 
irreverently apostrophised the Sultan of Cathay, and began her high- 
seasoned address, making gestures which caused it to be still more aug* 
gestive. The dandies present, who are fond of this strongly peppered 
wording, applauded vociferously ; and Girac was delighted, ^ngouze 
stamped his feet, Rosine and her companions laughed mockingly ; while 
Motel turned round to judge of the efifect of his prose upon the public. 

In the 'pit, Gu^n^gaud was wnthing with laughter, and shouting out 
“bravos” which almost stunned his neighbours. He seemed to have dined 
and wined expensively, and some of the gold given him by Tiboulcn 
Aubijoux must have been spent in various beverages. He made so much 
noise that he finally attracted the attention of Rangouze, w^^ 
probably not known before that his clerk was there, for he seemed very 
much vexed at sight of him. 

“That Grasshopper must have been a ‘fishwife’ somewhere,” said 
Souscarriere, in an und^r tone. “ If it is by speaking in this style that 
she makes her conquests, I must say ” 

* ‘ She lias conquered l*runevaux, I fancy, ” rejoined Bautru. ‘ ‘ Fr^doc per- 
haps knows all about it, as you say that the notary will be here this evening,” 

‘ ‘ But he isn’t here, the scamp ! He must have heard that I was coming, 
and doesn’t care to meet me.” 

“Bah ! the play has only just begun. Let us wait.” 

Antonia, w'ho had now exhausted her supply of Paris slang, came 
forward to sing her grand air. This was what the public was waiting for, 
and a hush ran round the house. She had just launched forth her first 
note when Bautru nudged liis uncle’s arm, and whispered : “You have 
not lost your evening. I see Pruiievaux.” 

“You see Prunevaux ?” said Souscarrifere. “Where?” 

“ In a small box on the stage. There he is, leaning out. The delicious 
accents of Antonia’s voice have decided him to emerge from the hole in 
which he was hiding.’^ ^ 

“ Yes, indeed, it’s he ! Ah, the scoi^drel I He is madly in love with 
that girl, aud, to judge by his look, he must have been made to sufier for 
it. Everything is clear now, and I am more anxious tljan ever about 
Maugars’ money. 
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** I don’t think that he has been tampering with it yet, but it is time to 
think of what is to be done. ” 

Be easy ! Now that I know how to get hold of him, I shall not let 
him go withont stating my terms to him. 1 expect him to pay up w^hin 
ttrenty-four hours.*’ 

The people near by now began to mnrmnr, and the talk between the 
nncle and nephew came to an eud. 

Besides, Antonia uttered such piercing sounds that it was impossible 
not to listen to her. Her aliarp voice grated upo||pthe nerves of the audi- 
ence, who made faces as though they Were sallowing some mixture 
containing verjuice. She went on so faSt that she was two or three bans, 
at least, luiead of the orchestra, and rose to such giddy heights as must 
infallibly eud in a false note. Bautrii, who did not loSo sight of Prunevaux, 
amused himself with reading upon the notary’s face the impression which 
his lady-love’s singing made upon him. 1 he lawyer- looked exactly like a 
man who follows with an anxious eye the perilous attempts of an acrobat. 

The false note came at last, and then Prunevaux drew back into his 
box. like Punch into his booth at sight of the policeman. There was loud 
laughter among the audience, and Rosine, seizing the opportunity to 
execute a friend whom she was jealous of, began to applaud so as to 
stimulate the public to protest. Escandecat sacrificed himself for his 
pupil’s sake. He made a sign to the leader of the orchestra, who hurried 
through the air in which Antonia had made so fatal a mi.stake, and the 
faithful Z^lie coming to the rescue, Sultan Moiifhac and the odalisque began 
a duet, which was intended to cover the bad effect of the prima-donna’a 
solo ; but the duet missed lire also, and fairly flashed in the pan. Zedie, 
vexed by her friend’s mishap, had lost her self-possession, and, to cap the 
climax, Escandecat, whose emotion got into his throat, missed his famous 
high note. 

The unfortunate manager was in consternation. He saw the credit 
opened by Antonia’s generous protector brought to a sudden close, and as 
be began to suspect that Prunevaux was really this anonymous “ backer,” 
be cast anxious looks towards the little box in whicli the notary v'-as hiding. 
Z«Slie on her side vainly endeavoured to recover her self-possession. The 
musicians exchanged mocking smiles. M6tel tried to look careless, and 
fthrugged his shoulders to chow his acquaintances that ho had nothing to 
do with the musical part of the work. 

Tlie Grasshopper alone did not appear to observe the had effect which 
she had produced. She struck attitudes, and smiled upon the public. A 
little more and she W'ould have kissed her hand to them. 

“ I don’t believe that the piece will be allowed to go on,” muttered 
Bautru. 

“ So much the better,” said Souscarridre. “T am anxious to lay my 
hand upon this operetta-notary'* 

However, the act ended without any accident or further hitch. 
Antonia’s friends ivere in high good humour, and it did not trouble them 
how things went, so long as they were entertained. The real public, 
which might have found fault for not getting its money’s worth, was not 
numerous, and appeared disposed, besides, to look upon the bad singing as 
owing to the emotion inseparable t»*om a dilmt. 

“Where are you going, uncle?” asked Guy of Souscarrifere^ who, in- 
stead of directing himself towards the exit, went towards the corridor 
near the orchestra as soon as the entr'acte began. 
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“ I am going after Prunevaux, of course.” 

“ Behind tlio scenes ? They won’t let you go there.*’ 

“ ]iah ! if 1 bribe them they wilL I shall manage to got past the malo 
or female Cerberus at the door. 

‘ ‘ That’s not so sure. Pruiie%'aux evidently desires to m«tintam his in- 
cognito ; he appears to be extremely intimate with the manager and 
Antonia, He must have given strict orders. ” 

“ The deuce take his strict orders. I shall go in, I tell you, even if I 
have to break down the door. ” 

“ That’s a bad pla'»;^?J laughed Bautru ; “ the notary would fly from you 
then. But I know one dodge worth two of that kind.” 

“What is it?” 

“M^tel, the journalist, whom I pointed out to you just now, is in the 

E ieco, for he wrote part of the dialogue. He is of course allowed to go 
ehind, and he will take us in.” 

“ Good ! where ishe ?” 

*' In the street, it seems. He can’t stay for half-an-hour without smolf- 
ing a cigarette. We must go after him. If wo don’t meet him outside, 
we shall bo sure to And him in the promenade. Como on ! If he is be- 
hind the scenes I will have a message sent to him.” 

“Very well, I shouldn’t bo sorry to breathe for an instant. It is 
stifling here !” 

Bautru dragged his uncle out of the theatre, and scarcely had they eet 
foot upon the pavement than they found the man whom they sought. 

M(itel was explaining to Girac and Hangouze all the witticisms of the 
piece, and claiming them as his, declaring that all the stupidity ivas druo 
to his collaborators. The party surrounded Sonscarri^re and his Ifcphew, 
and the latter made haste to introduce Metel to the colonel. 

“My dear sir,” said Bautru, “ my uncle wishes to go behind the scenes 
to compliment Antonia.” 

“ liicre is really no occasion to do so,” exclaimed the journalist. 
“ She sang like a siinjdcton, and she is one. She is spoiling all my 
dialogue. 'Wc shan’t liavc the piece played three times if this goes on.” 

“ 1 am afraid not, but my undo took supper the other day with the 
Grasshopper, and ” 

“ It is veiy easy to do as he wishes, my dear sir ! The manager whom 
she found in the provinces declares that he won’t allow any one to go be- 
hind the scenes ; but the interdiction doesn’t extend to myself or my 
friends, and if this gentleman w'ishes we will hear the second act from tho 
wings.” 

“Very w'ell,” says Soiiscarridre ; “then I have time to take a few 
whiffs at a cigar.” And he lit one without losing a second. 

Kangouze and Girac appeared very desirous of entering into conVersa 
tion wdth the colonel, but Souscarridre was reserved, and followed his 
nephew whom M^tel had drawn aside. 

“ That gentleman probably takes as much interest as you do in Mon- 
sieur de Maugans,” said the journalist, lowering hU voice go as to be heard 
only by liautru and his uncle. 

“ Monsieur de M^ugars is my most intimate friend,” replied Sous- 
carriero. • 

“ Then I am happy,” rejoined Mdl^l, “to be able to tell you some- 
thing that you are perhaps ignorant of. You repiember the anonymoiui 
letter which was addressed to my paper ? ” ‘ 
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Yes, of course, and 1 thank you for not having publishod it. Tho 

circumstance was true, unfortunately, but *’ 

** 1 can assure you now that the matter will not have any bad result.*’ 

** What do you mean by bad result ? ” asked Souscarri^re, eageijy. 

The conversation was going on in the street, where many of the 
audience had taken advantage of the interval between the acts to get a 
breath of fresh air. One of the loungers paused before Souscarri^re, to^k 
his cigar, lit his own by it, without a word, and passed on without bowing. 

“Is this the present fashion? ” asked the old officer, following the ill- 
bred individual with his eyes as he walked quietly away. 

“Yes,” replied Motel, “ that is the EngUsh style.** 

“Then I was right in not pulling that gnithmayi's ears. Very well 1 

Go on. You were saying that the matter ** 

“Will be buried with Monsieur d’Estelan, who blew out his brains a 
few days ago in the Bois de Boulogne. Yesterday while I was on business 
for the newspaper at the prefecture of police I had occasion to see one of 
the most important functionaries there, and he told me in strict confidence 
that the body having been recognised, after a somewhat lengthy inquiiy, 
a certificate of the death of Monsieur de Maugars’ son-in-law would bo 
drawn up in a couple of days from now and sent to the interested pai’ties.** 
“Is this quite certain?’* asked Bautru. 

“Absolutely certain. I know the functionary in question very well, 
and he would not tell me anything incorrect. I asked him no questions. I 
only spoke of the anonymous communications which all the newspapers 
received on the evening of the attempted arrest.” 

“ This information,” said Souscarrifere, “ will not be published in your 
paper I hope ? *’ 

* * No. 1 readily understand that the friends and family of Monsieur de 
Maugars desire that no recollection of this sad afi'alr should be awakened.** 
Souscarri^re’s only reply to this assurance was a firm grasp of the hand. 
He was delighted to learn that Fredoc's predictions were realised, and that 
Madeleine w'ould be free at last. Guy, on his side, was no less pleased. 

At this moment Girac and Rangouze joined them, having drawn gradu- 
ally nearer and nearer, and they ]>egaii to run down' poor Antonia’s singing, 
M4tel agreed with them, and Bautru had little to say in defence of the 
performance. Souscarricre did not listen. He was watching the man M^ho 
had borrowed his cigar, and who w^as now standing on the middle of the 
pavement puffing out smoke like a transatlantic steamer. 

“ Colonel,” said Rangoiize, politely, “you have let your cigar go out. 
Let me oflTer you mine to light it again. ” 

“Thank you,” replied Souscarriere. “I can get what I want down 
there, ** And he strode towards a gentleman who was smoking near by. 
Without bowing or speaking he took the stranger’s cigar from his mouth,., 
gave it back to him after lighting his own, and turned his back upon him. 
The amazed individual did not stir. 

“ What in Lhe world has come over you, uncle?” exclaimed Guy. 

“ Nothing,” replied Souscarricre, “I merely wished to find out whether 
EngUsh manners had become French ones. 1 see that Monsieur MCtel has 
not deceived me, and that it is now allowable to be vude, for 1 was so to 
that gentleiqan and yet«he said not^^a word.” 

“But if he had what would you have done? ” 

“I should have gone to cuff the other one who took a light from my 
cigar without asking my permission.” 
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This declaration was received with a general laugh. It was clear that 
Bautru’s uncle was an original. Girac was delighted, and determined to 
tell the anecdote that very night to his friends at the club, and Rangouze 
was lo^t in admiration of the giant who talked so coolly of cuffing people*s 
ears. He admired him all the more as being very rich and very generous. 
Gudn^gaud had gone to him the evening before to tell him that Guy 
wished to take back his note before it was due, and he felt certain thal 
Souscarri^re had furnished his nephew with the money to pay it. 

Eangouze, by the way, was dissatisfied with his clerk. He had lately 
observed him assuming independent airs, which had made him reflect, 
and he considered that Gu^n^gaud had no right to bo at the theatre on , 
the night of a first performance. He had seen him in the pit, and had 
given him a look of disapproval, taking care, however, not to make any 
sign. Gu6n6gaud had the strictest orders never to speak to or recognise 
his employer in a public place. 

“I beg, sir,” said M^tel to Souscarrifere, “that you will allow me to 
insert your joke in my paper. It will go well in the Echo column.’* 

SouBcarri^re, greatly surprised, was about to ask what joke ]|d^l 
alluded to, when a man in black came up to Rangouze and said to him in 
a low tone ; Will you be kind enough, sir, to come for a moment to the 
stage box on tlie ground floor, number one on the right ? Some one is 
w aiting for you there. ” 

“For me!” exclaimed Rangouze, greatly surprised. “Are you sure 
that you are not mistaken, sir?” 

“ Quite sure,” replied the man. “ Have I not the honour of speaking 
to Monsiedr Jules de Rangouze ? Shall I tell the person you are coming ?” 

“Yes, as soon as the entr'acte is over.’* 

The messenger bowed and went into the theatre again. His departure 
was saluted by an outburst of raillery. 

“ Gentlemen,” said Girac, “ some one has fallen in love with Rangouze.” 

“I congratulate you, my dear fellow,” said M6tel. “The messenger 
had quite a Venetian look. The lady will probably be masked.” 

“ Now, I thought that Rangouze w^as so very strict,” said Bautra. 

“ I suppose that it nfust be some one who wishes to talk about ’Change — 
some broker who wishes to give me information. I undertook a somewhat 
important operation lately. ” 

“ Pshaw I a broker wouldn’t ask to see you in a private box.” 

“And on the ground floor, number one, on the right ! That is the one 
where all the screens are pulled up.” 

“ Then Rangouze will find some one else there before him, for Busserolles 
went in there, and some one invited him, 1 know. Ah ! Busserolles is a 
lucky fellow ! ” 

“You are mistaken, my dear sir,” rejflied Bautru. “There are two 
screened boxes on the right. The one in which Madame Aubijoux show’cd 
herself for a moment is number three. You may rely on what I say ; I 
know every box in the house. ” 

“True,” said Girac. “Madame Aubijoux would scarcely send a mes- 
senger who looks like a bailiff. ” 

“That’s evident,** remarked M(Stel. “Well, it remains to* be seen 
what princess has sent this black-clad envoy.” 

Souscarri^re did not say a word. The triumphs of Rangouze did not 
interest him in the least. \ 

A ring azmounced the end of the entr'acte^ and stopped the talking. 



146 


PAY OF ElBOKaKIlirG* 


‘*My dear sir,** said the journalist, addressing Guy’s uncle, “lam ready 
to take you to the side scenes. 1 presumo that you have never trod the 
stage before, and don’t know how to avoid the trap-doors. ” 

‘ * I have been behind the scenes before now. When I came from AMpa, 
thirty years ago, I had some friends at the Jockey Club who had belonged 
to my regiment, and they very often took me behind the scenes at the 
opera-house. You needn’t be afraid that I shall go down any trap-duor,” 

“Glad to hear it, sir. Follow me. Will you come, Bautni 

“ No. Antonia annoys mo, and my uncle doesn’t want me.” 

BouscjarriCre was about to rebel, but he remembered that his nephew 
, was right in avoiding the society of actresses and gay women, and that ho 
would be in his way when he attempted to bring the ever-llitting Prune- 
vaux to terms. “All right,” said he, “I will join you after this act; 
and then if, as I expect, you have had enough of the music, we will go 
home to bed.” 

They parted, and Girao went to talk to Don Manocl, the Brazilian of 
the club, who had just alighted from a showy equipage. The noble 
foreigner was still successful at baccarat, and did not lose a chance of 
appearing in the gay world. Bautru did not regard him witli affection 
since ho had lost so much money to him ; and accordingly ho returned 
to his stall while his uncle made his way with M^tel towards the door by 
which the stage was reached. 

This door was beyond the corridor on the left side, and Bangouzc 
had taken the right hand passage to reach the private box where he was 
expected. He was somewhat puzzled, but although he said tho contrary, 
he was really inclined to think that some lady wished to speak to him. 
He found the messenger in front of the box in question, like a soldier 
mounting guard at his colonel's door, and be wondered what his duties 
could bo. 

He was about to address him politely, and ask an explanation of him. 
when tho messenger rapped lightly on the box door, which at this signal 
was immediately opened. 

There w^as no time for talking or retreating, and Raiigouzc wept in, 
his hat in hia hand and a smile on his face, trying to discover tho 
person who occupied this mysterious stage box. 'I lie liglits on the stage 
did not penetrate with more than a glimmer through the hluc silk screens, 
and the individual who mounted guard in the hall had so hastily closed 
the door that tho box was partly dark. 

Seeing only an uncertain outline before him, Bangouze began to believe 
that an attempt was being made to mystify him, when a voice spoke and 
begged him to bo seated. All his illusions vanished at once, for the 
voice was that of a man, and a very deep one too. 

“I l>eg your pardon,” said Bangouze, “there is probably some mistake.” 

At this moment the brass instruments in the orchestra blew a blast to 
announce the rising of the curtain, and Bangouze did not catch the reply, 
but a hand w.i,3 laid upon his arm and ho was drawn towards a chair on 
which he was constrained to seat himself. 

“Excuse me, my dear sir,” resumed the voice, when the storm of 
sound had subsided. “ I wished to see you as so^n as possible on an 
important matter ; I saw you in t|hc auditorium and I sent to ask you to 
come here. Don’t you recognise me? There is not much light in this 
box. That’s tr;ie ; but I am Monsieur Aubijoux. ” 

.The uiilUonaire’s name produced an immense effect on Bangouze, who 
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professed to feel profotmd respect for the person who bore it, ftnd for all 
the “ big ” financial men in general. He did not approach them as often 
as he would havd liked. M. Aubijoux, especially » kept him at a distance 
whenever he met him on ’Change or elsewhere. So the ambitions young 
fellow was very much flattered at being summoned by the merchant 
prince, and much preferred being with him to talking to the prettiest 
woman in Paris. 

“Oh, sir,” cried he, “don’t excuse yourself, pray. I am entirely at 
your orders and shall be only too happy to bo able to serve yon in any 
way.” 

“ Thank you,” said the merchant, with indifference. “I learned by , 
chance that you were able to fumish mo with some information which I 
need before engaging in a speculation in which 1 am quite disposed to 
give you a share. ” 

“Ask me whatever you wish, sir. I bless the chance that brought 
you here.” 

“ Where you did not expect to sec me?” 

“ I was told that you w'erc travelling.” * 

“I came back this inoniing and called upon you.” 

“Did you indeed take that trouble ? If 1 had only known, I ” 

“I did not leave my name ; my day was taken up, and I intended to 
sec you in the evening at the club wlu re you usually dine.” 

“If you had WTitten to me I ehoiihl have hastened to ” 

“ I did not wish to disturb yon, and beside, 1 learned that you were to 
be present, with almost all yo\ir friends, at the of this young woman 
who is sometimes mentioned in the financial world, as she has some 
dealings on ’Change. I don’t dislike oi>crctta, and so I took a box. 1 ant 
glad that I did so, as you have come. You have been kind enough to 
leave your seat to come here, so you will remain until the next act? Wo 
cannot hear ourselves speak while the singing is going on.” 

“I will do whatever you wish,” replied the Provencal, who was 
perfectly delighted with all this. 

Arf aria boldly sung in a sharp tone by the fearless Grasshopper in- 
terrupted these conversational preliminaries. M. Aubijoux appeared to 
take some little pleasure in listening, and Rangouze was careful not to 
disturb him. He remained respectfully seated somew hat heliiud the chair 
of the high and mighty merchant who did him the great honour of listen- 
ing in his company to Antonia’s roulade. 

lie puzzled his brain in the meantime to guess what kind of service 
he could render M. Aubijoux. He knew that he did not amount to much 
in comparison to this wealthy financier, but he also know that there is 
no hierarchy in business, aiul that the highest do not scorn to have re- 
course to those who can be useful to them, “ Full often have w-e need of 
others less than ourselves,” said La Fontaine, and among speculators this 
is frequently true. 

Rangouze, besides, had made money — in a dishonest tvay, no doubt — 
but a good deal of it. He said to himself thot the first million is always 
the hardest to earn, and that, from his starting-point to his present posi- 
tion, the distance wak further than from M. Aubijoux ’a. lie \ws not a 
man to draw back from anytliing. liui he w^as surprisod that M. Aubi- 
joux should send for him to talk about business in a box at the theatre, 
and that ho should so carefully conceal himself in this da^pk comer. He 
was trying to account for all this w'hen he suddenly retfiemborod tha* 
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Madame Aubijoux was also hidden in box Ko. «3, and that only a slight 
pai^ition separated her from her husband. ^ 

Thinking of the probable nature of Madame Aubijoux’s interview 
^th Busserolles, Rangouze now began to reflect u^n the extremply dis-^ 
astrous effect of an encounter between the husband and the wife in the 
lobby, for it was evident that neither of them suspected the other’s 
presence in the theatre. Madame Aubijoux was not alone. She had 
arrived before her husband, had shown herself but for a moment, and when 
M. Aubijoux had raised the screens of his box he had not been seen from 
the front at all. 

Now, Rangouze had no wish to lose the present excellent and unhoped- 
for chance of adding to his gains by obliging the merchant prince, and he 
hardly cared to have the interview curtailed by the husband meeting his 
wife and her lover in the lobby, or overhearing their conversation. To 
what might he not attain in the great financial world, after this? To 
what height might he not soar ? And yet everything might be upset by 
the exit of Busserolles with Madame Aubijoux on his arm from private 
box No. 3. 

“ I must try to get Aubijoux out of the theatre,” thought Gu<?n6gaud*8 
unscrupulous employer. “ I should spare him painful suppositions, do 
his wife a great service, and, what is still better, not lose this valuable 
chance. Let me only find a good pretext to get him away and all will 
be safe. ” 

This was by no means easy, but Antonia, without intending or wishing 
to do so, came to the rescue. In a trio which followed the rise of the 
curtain, she indulged in such musical extravagances that the audience 
loudly expressed its disapproval. There was, indeed, hissing enough 
to make every one stop up their ears. And in addition came whistling, 
laughter, and stamping, and offensive remarks addressed to the singer 
herself. 

‘*The deuce!” exclaimed M. Aubijoux, “they will be breaking the 
seats the next thing. 1 am afraid we shall have no chance for a serious 
talk here. Do you care to remain ? *’ • 

“ Oh, no ! not in the least,” replied Rangouze. * 

“ Well, we will go to my house, then. My carriage can bring you 
back in an hour. ” 

This proposal suited ilangouze exactly, and he enthusiastically 
accepted it. 

He and Aubijoux left the box just as Souscarribre, now behind the 
scones, walked npto Prune vaiix, who, at the beginning of the disturbance, 
had come foith from his hiding place. 


X. 

M. AxTBiJOTTi-i s carriage, a very elegant affair, drawn by a pair of superb 
horses, had been rolling along for some time, carrying away from the 
theatre both its owner and the clandestine money-lender, who no longer 
feared a<scene between the husband and the wife. 

The messenger in black had clifnbed up beside the coachman, and the 
theatre had been left without any meeting between the married couple— 
the wife not yep having left her box. The husband had no suspicion, foi 
he was very gay and jested about Antonia’s false notes, railed at the pre* 
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tci isious of ambitious women who will show themselves in public whether 
they are taljanted or not, and at the folly of the admirers of such women 
who place money in the hands of managers to give them an opportunity 
of exhibiting themselves. Rangouze joked as much as M. Aubijouxi did, 
and tried to amuse him by telling him all the scandal he could think of. 

The money-lender was delighted at thus familiarly conversing with tJie 
rich financier who had so lon^ held aloof from him. He was even some- 
M hat^surprised that M. Aubijoux should prolong matters in this style, for 
lie was always anxious to come at once te the ouestion of business ; but 
he did not dare approach the matter on hand, nrst because he feared to 
appear indiscreet, and secondly because experience had taught him that 
ill negotiations it is better to let the other party make the advances. 

He was also surprised that the ride lasted so long, for he had expected to 
be taken to the Boulevard Poissonni^re, M. Aubijoux had extensive 
offices there, where he always received his numercus clients and customers. 
But the brougham was going toward Auteuil, that is to say, towards the 
cluiteau where Madame Aubijoux gave such splendid entertainments. 

Rangouze, as may be imagined, could only feel flattered at being 
admitted there in this confidential way, and he decided U) profit by 
the circumstance in the present and the future. To a speculator jusl 
starting, it is a great advantage to be allowed to enter the private abode 
ot a financial prince, instead of having to accost him amid his clerks, like 
any otlier broker. To what did Rangouze owe such favour ? He could 
not guess, but had he known the real intentions of the important personage 
whom he accompanied, he would not have rejoiced so greatly at traversing 
1‘aris in hia-*soGiety. It may even be supposed that he would have left 
liiin half way* 

Three days had M. Aubijoux given to preparing this interview with 
Marius Gu^n^gaud’s employer, three days w'hich lie had taken from his 
business, leaving his wife to suppose that he w'as still travelling. He had, 
indeed, left Paris on the morrow of the ball, and since he had returned 
lid had not appeared at his villa at Auteuil, or at his office on the 
Boulevard Poissonniere. No stranger had seen him, or knew of his 
loturn from the journey which he had undertaken in the interest of Estelan. 
The only person who had any knowledge of the matter was a man whom 
he liad brought into his life, so to speak,* thirty years before. 

He had taken him to the Fantaisies Coinique, and at that moment this 
man occupied a seat upon the box of the carriage. Rangouze had taken 
him for an agent of some kind, and he was not mistaken, for this man had 
aided and abetted M. Aubijoux under the most trying circumstances. He 
had been the companion of his childhood, but he retained the position of a 
subordinate, because he preferred so to do. He might have been ihe 
sub-director of the important and influential commercial business estab- 
lished by M. Aubijoux, but ho preferred the modest position of confidant 
and privy-councillor. 

The clerks knew him, Tiecause they sometimes met |;um in their em- 

^ ’s office, but they had no idea how important a man he was. 

ne Aubijoux had scarcely ever seen him, and only on rare occasions, 
crossing the villa-park* perhaps. She had never asked hU naiye, and 
the servants took him for some poor relation. 

Jacques Le Pailleur, however, filled \\flfth the great financier much tho 
same office which the famous Capucin rnonk who was called “His Grey 
Eminence ” filled beside Cardinal Richelieu. Jacques Le Parli(eur was the 
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Father Joseph of the commercial Richelieu, but he never caused his poiwer 
to bo felt, and he carried his devotion to the verge of fanaticism. 

He would even have sacrificed his life and honour to Jean Aubij^ix, if 
there had been need of it. Both men had been born in inferior positions ; 
they had grown up together, had never left one another, and if '£hey had 
not gone hand in hand in conquering fortune it was because Jacques was 
indiflerent to wealth. He had iimerited some little property, which 
amply sufficed for his wants, and he had but one passion, friendship; 
which he understood as few understand it in this age of egotism. He 
lived for Jean Aubijoux os ho might have done for some beloved woman. 
He enjoyed his triumphs, suffered from his sorrows, and had no will save 
that of this brother of his choice. His only ambition was to see him 
attain to still greater eminence, and his whole happiness lay in saying : 
“ He is rich, honoured, and beloved,” and in serving him in all things. If 
it w^ere necessary to start off suddenly for South America, or to conduct 
some secret and delicate investigation, Jacques was always ready. And 
then when the matter was finished successfully he would retire into 
obscurity and wait for a fresh occasion for seconding his dear Jean. 

This Pylades lived at Passy in a small house belonging to him, and 
spent his leisure hours in cultivating his garden. There it was that 
Aubijoux went for him wdienev'er he needed nis advice or assistance, and 
he had gone there very often of late. 

Rangouze, however sharp he might be, could not guess all this. 

Just as the drive was nearly at an end, for they were approaching the 
Avenue d’Eylau, M. Aubijoux roused himself. “ Xf I am not mistaken, 
my dear sir,” ho said, “ you formerly lived at Marseilles ? ” 

“Yes, sir,” said Rangouze, somewhat surprised ; “but I have not 
lived there for a long time now% ” 

No matter. You know the place, you are intelligent and observing. 
You must be able to tell me what would be the chances of an extensive 
undertaking which I am thinking of. It is useless to add that, as I con- 
sult you about it, I propose offering you a share in it if it suits you.” 

“ It will suit me if you think it a good investment,” said Rangouze, 
“ and I shall be most happy to be associated with you in it.” 

“ I think highly of your opinion, as I have seen you show business 
ability such as is seldom met with among society men. ” Rangouze bowed 
with a modest air, and M. Aubijoux added, at once: “I am in the 
habit of judging men, and my idea of them is usually correct. The con- 
nection which we have hitherto had together has been but slight, but still 
sufficient for me to form my own views. Besides, I will not conceal from 
you that in the affairs which I am about to speak of you may be useful to 
me, and more so than a regular business man. I need some one who will 
second me without its being known that he is doing so.” 

“ If that be all ” 

“ He must also have intelligence and activity, two qualities which I 
know you to possess. The only thing which I wish to find out is whether 
you have sufficient knowledge as to the matter in hand. Marseilles,” 
added M. Aubijoux, “ is the great centre of the oil trade in France? ” 

“Y^fl, and Vou could not have questioned a person who knew more 
about that. 1 was formerly ip a firm which speculated in that line, 
and I know all about the operations which are carried on and their 
results. ” j 

“ If 8Ucb/ M the case> my dear sir, the matter is settled. You shall be 
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my secret repreaentative. I wish to buy up, without lettiug any com- 
petitors know of it, all the oil trade with Senegal.** 

That can be done, but a very large capital is requisite, and I have 
but ’* 

Dof!i*t disturb yourself about what you may bring into it, I will 
undertake to furnish any amount of funds, and only ask you to devote 
yourself to the matter. You were saying that you had already been in-* 
terested in a firm which carried on this trade. That is all very well; but 
don’t you think that, as you were formerly with the firm you speak of, you 
may be embarrassed when we begin to act against its interests.** 

“ Not at all; it no longer exists.** 

“Ah, that is another thing.” 

“ The person who was at the head of this firm is dead — after losing a 
considerable amount of money. I had a share in the losses, and the ex- 
perience which I gained then will be of use to me now.** 

“ Undoubtedly. When we know where the snags are wo can keep our 
boat clear of them. May I ask you the name of the unskilful dealer who 
become poor when he ought to have grown rich ? ** * 

“ His name was Vern^gue. He was a man of little account in any 
way. I believe him to have been a poor business man, and I was never so 
foolish as to entrust any funds to him. The money which I had in his 
hands came to me through an inheritance.** 

“I understand. You had not time to withdraw it, but you watched 
what was done with it, and knew W'hat was going on.** 

“Yes; I had not been trained to business life, but my tastes lay in that 
direction. 1 had a natural faculty for commercial speculation. ’* 

“ And what you have since attempted has not turned out so badly, for 
I know that you have considcraDIy increased your means since you 
settled in Paris. I conclude from that, my dear sir, that we shall uncler- 
stand each other as soon as I have explained the basis of the affair to you, 
I have all the papers necessary to give you an idea of what I intend to 
undertake. Wc have reached my country seat, and I slian’t detain you 
long. .After our talk is over you can return to the theatre, if you like to 
hear the hissing at the eiid of the piece.” 

The brougham drew up before a gate which was not the same as that by 
which Madame Aubijoux’s guests had entered the grounds on the night of 
the fancy ball. The park had several gates in fact, and tlie hugest one 
was only opened on reception days. M. Aubijoux alighted from the car- 
riage, and Rangouze hastily did the same. "Jlie man in black had already 
spiung from the box and was inserting a key in the lock of the gate. 

The night was fine, and the moon, now in its last quarter, sih^^cred the 
tops of the trees. The villa w'as visible at the end of a long pathway, 43ut 
the financier did not direct his steps towards it. He turned to the left, 
taking a path which led to a separate buildingr 

“There,** he said, pointing to an elegant little chalet, “we can talk 
there without being interrupted. Would you believe that I have not yet 
seen my wdfe 7 I only arrived this morning. She does not know tjiat I 
have returned,*’ 

Rangouze tried to think of something polite to say, but failed. He 
knew only too well where Madame Aubijjpux was, and did not care to mix 
up the financier’s domestic affairs with his own. He allowed himself to 
be led into a room like a parlour on the ground floor of the chalet, 
which was dimly lighted. The man in black remained outsid^ Bangpuze 
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waited for M. Aubijoux to invite him to eit down, but his host, after 
opening a window and lowering the blind, turned to him, looked him in the 
face, and coolly said : Your name is not Jules de Hangouze. It is iTnles 
Kascaillon. ” 

Had a thunderbolt fallen at Kangouze's feet he could not have been 
more frightened than he was on hearing his real name spoken by the 
financier. He recoiled as he replied : “ 1 — I do not understand.” 

** You will understand,” replied M. Aubijoux. But first of all I warn 
you that it would be vain for you to endeavour to avoid the explanation 
which I insist upon having with you. The doors of this chalet arc 
fastened, and a man in my service is on the watch. ” 

**Biit I am not thinking of flying from here, sir. I am wondering what 
may be the object of this joke, for it is one, no doubt. ” 

“You are mistaken, or rather you pretend to be, for you know very 
well that I am not joking. Listen to me and don’t interrupt me. You 
can reply afterwards, when I question you.” 

“You speak as though you were my judge. By what right do you do 
so?” 

“ I will tell you presently. At present I repeat to you that you arc 
Kascaillon. You have taken the name of Jules de Kangouze, and you pass 
for a country gentleman. It was not a thing for you to shrink from, as 
you wished to change your identity. You had your reasons for that. 
You say that you were Monsieur Vernegue’s partner, and that he was in 
the oil trade. You lie ! You were nothing but his clerk.” 

The false Kangouze listened and hung his head, not attempting to 
refute this threatening exordium. He was trying to collect himself in 
order to reply, and gradually recovered his coolness. 

“You left Marseilles after the death of that worthy man,” continued M. 
Aubijoux, “and you went to Algiers, where you carried on variousj 
nefarious trades, ” 

“You are free to insult me,” replied Kangouze, trying to look dignified. 
“ Here, in yonr house, I am not able to reply to your assertions, but to- 
morrow when I am free you must give me satisfaction for your outrages.” 

“ Don’t play the bully. I know what you arc',’' replied the merchant, 
calmly. “ Y'ou cannot refute the truths I tell you, either to-morrow 
or ever. I have a good deal more to say, so let me finish. You came to 
Baris some years ago, and as you had already amassed a neat sum by all 
sorts of unlaw’ful business you thought that the time had come to make a 
show'. You changed your name, pretended to be a nobleman, got into the 
society of some young men of good family, and, thanks to the easy ways 
of a certain circle, succeeded in being received as a member of a club com- 
posed ot honest men.” 

“ 1 flatter myself that I have many friends.” 

“ Who would turn their backs upon you if they knew you as I do, and 
knew your past.” 

* ‘ My past ! I surely need not blush for it. Sui?po3ing that I have Ifed 
any other ’than an idle life, I need not blush for having worked. And if, 
for reasons known to myself, I have seen fit to change my name, I am not 
the only one. It is done every day.” •» 

If that were all I should ne\rer have troubled myself about you,” 

“ I am anxious to know w'hat you have to reproach me wdth.” 

“ And I am anxious to know whence you derive your money, for you 
are rich and very rich.” 
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'‘Not so rich as you think, but I don’t hide what I am worth. 
Why should I? I have earned it honestly, in business, like yourself. 
Would you like to know what I do with my money ? I use it all in com- 
mercial ojgtterprises. You have a part of it, as you have taken me into some 
of your matters, but not largely — unfortunately.” 

M. Aubijoux listened without a word to this attempted justification, 
ttiid resumed after a short pause : “You have quite forgotten the most pro- 
ductive of all the concerns you have in hand, the one that bnngs you in 
much more than your commercial business. ” * 

“ I cannot imagine what you mean.” 

“ I mean that you lend out money at forty per cent.” 

“That is an infamous slander I I defy any one to prove that he has 
borrowed any money of me. 

“ From you, no. You are too skilful to be an usurer yourself. But you 
have a man who does your dirty work for you. Oh, don’t protest ! "lie 
lives in the Rue des Vinaigriers, and his name is Marius (lu^n^gaud. You 
sec that I am well informed on the subject.” 

“I don’t know any such man,” muttered Rangouzc, whom this unex-* 
pected stroke had again thrown oS his balance. 

“Shall I tell you where I knew him ? Many people in Marseilles could 
tell you as well as I, for he hasn’t changed his name. He was a porter on 
the wharf, ten years ago, and worked for that unfortunate man Vern^giie, 
wlio employed you to keep his books. OuCn(^gaud did not grow rich by such 
work as he did, and at last he came here. You picked him up in the Paris 
sti’cets, and decided to employ him in your rascally business. Come, don’t 
dc'iiy it. I have these particulars from Guenegaud himself,” 

“Guen^gaud is- a scamp whom I rescued from poverty because ho 
was my fellow townsman, and now as a reward for my kindness he wants 
to blackmail me. But 1 defy him to prove what he asserts.” 

“ You are wrong. Proofs of it are abundant. It is sufficient to ques- 
tion the people whom you have sent to him, — the people whom you asso- 
ciate with and of whose friendship you boast. I know two of them for my 
own part. 1 will tell you who they are, if you like,” 

Rangouze, crestfallen 'and driven into his last entrenchments, felt 
that he could no longer struggle upon the same ground, and that he must 
try to save himself by impudence. 

“ You need not do so, sir,” he said in the most arrogant tone, “ and I 
call upon you to explain what you are driving at with all your questions. 
You are not a magistrate. What are my actions to you ? I do as 1 please, 
and you have no right to call me to account. ” 

“*1 should not <lo so, if you were only an usurer,” replied M. .A^^joux, 
calmly. 

‘ * You have insulted me enough. What do you want ? ” 

“I wish to force you to confess that you are a thief.” 

“This is too much, and I shall not stoop to justify myself.” 

*“ You could not. Listen attentively to me. In the month of September, 
1870, a drawer in which Monsieur Verniigue had placed thirty-three 
thoiisaiul francs was broken open and the money was taken from it. You 
stole it. ” * • 

“That is absurd! You are probably not aware that the .thief was 
known. ” 

“ He has never been arrested. ” 

“No, because he is dead. He was killed during tbti^war wlt^ 
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G^rHeiany. It was a mati namad .Valloaris who forked at Monsieur 

Vem6gue*8 place .when I Was there.” 

Are you quite euro that he is dead ? ” 

This question startled Rangouze, who turned somewhat pale and replied 
in an unsteady voice : ** The proof that he is dead is that nothing has 
been done in the matter. The search was given up years ago.” 

“ No. It was suspended, but the limitation of ten years is not yet up; 
it won’t be up for three months yet, and if the criminal suit is taken up 
again it won’t be against Vallouris.” 

“ Against whom, then ? ” 

“ Against an infamous rascal, a miserable wretch who, well aware of the 
fact that his comrade was about to leave Marseilles, committed the 
theft himself. He relied upon the absent man being accused, and he 
was not’ mistaken. No one suspected him — himself — and he enjoyed the 
stolen money in peace. He thought himself secure, for Vallouris was not 
there to justify himself. Monsieur Vernl*gue was dead. So Rascaillon 
left Marseilles, relying upon being forgotten, and took good care not to 
return there. He made money elsewhere. He was Ras6aillon no more, 
and Monsieur de Rangouze did not fear anything further until an hour 
ago. But the day of reckoning has come.” 

** I must compliment you, sir. You have a rare faculty for romance. 
Wliat is going to be the finish of this pretty little novel ? ” 

“ The finish will be this : Vallouris is alive ; he will present himself, 
and the wretch for whose crime he has almost undergone a shameful con* 
viction will be confounded in his turn and sentenced to the penalty.” 

“ I defy him. I do not know whether he is dead or not, but if he is 
alive, as you assert, and dares to show himself, he will go straight to 
prison, for there has been a warrant out against him for ton years.” 

“ lie might go to prison, but he would not stay there long, I can assure 
you, and Rascaillon would go there in his place.” 

“ Then you imagine that the law will contradict itself and release 
a man whom the facts accuse and arrest another mtm who occupies a most 
honourable position ? ” , * 

“Honourable? that is too much!” said M. Aubijoiix, scornfully. 
“ This man is rich and has not yet been suspected, but when it is proved 
to the judge that he is an usurer, the respect which ho enjoys without 
deserving it will vanish ; and it will bo worse when it is shown that his 
fortune could only have iiad the theft of Vemiigue’s thirty-three thousand 
francs as a starting-point.” 

,** Thsvt will be hard to show,” sneered Rangouze. 

“ I y^ll undertake to show it very clearly. You believe that every- 
thing is forgotten, and that you cannot be followed step by step from the 
Rue de la Barse, where you robbed your employer, to the Rue de Madrid, 
where you fleeced your club friends. You are mistaken. The task 
was not an easy one, but it was undertaken, and is now completed. I 
directed the search at Marseilles, and a person w'ho represents me directed 
it at Algiers. We needed time, and w'hat gave us most trouble was the 
finding of Rascaillon, whose track was lost after his return to France. 
But w6 have already perfectly demonstrated, by proof that cannot he 
denied, th&t at Marseilles, before the robbery, Rascaillon had not a penny 
cf his own ; that after the theft, until he went to Algiers, ho Could not 
have earno^any money whatever; and, finally, that on arriving at 
Algiers, wimout being backed by any one, he opened an exchange office 
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in tho Eue de la Marine, We have even found a Jew who was at that 
time in business relations with him» and who knows what amount Eas- 
caillon disposed of. It corresponded exactly with what he had Stolen 
from VeynCgue. What do you say to all that, Monsieur Jules de 
Uangouze? I)o you think that my statements will be. credited w^hen I 
bring forward ten honourable witnesses ? I have twice been a judge of 
the Chamber of Commerce of Paris.’* 

The usurer, crushed by the accusing words of Louis d’Estelan’s 
defender, did not dare to raise his head, but had the pitiable mien of an 
accused culprit before the public prosecutor. He felt that he M^as 
conquered, and yet he did not give up the struggle. He thought of some 
way of escaping ; he asked himself why M. Aubijoux overwhelmed him 
like this, and suddenly remembered what he had seen at the Pantaisies 
Comiques : Madame Aubijoux, half-hidden in a private box, signalling 
to the handsome Busserollcs, and shutting herself up with him. He 
did not yet quite realise how he could turn this secret to account, but 
he felt that he might, perliaps, use it as a weapon against the deceived 
husband who had made himself his judge, and so he clmnged his method of 
defence. ' / 

“ AVhat interest have you in iniining me ?” he asked, raising his head. 
“None, whatever,” replied M. Aubijoux, frankly, “but I wieh to 
clear an innocent man. ” 

“ Vallouris?” 

“Yes, Vallouris ; and I can only prove his innocence by giving the 
tnie culprit iip to justice.” 

“ Then yo\i umlcrtake to arrest me on your own private authority, and 
take me by force to the police station ?*’ 

“ Yes, if I am compelled to do so.” 

“ How' can I avoid this unpleasant journey, if you please? ” 

“ Hon’t jest,” coldly replied the merchant. “ It depends upon you to 
escape the assize court. ” 

“ Again I ask, how can I escape it?” said Rangouze, still in a mocking 
lone. * 

“ You must confess everything.” 

“ Confess ! You wish me to admit that I am a thief 1 That is really 
a very strange method of getting out of my difficulty, and you will oblige 
me greatly b}^ telling me wnat I should gain by following your kind advice.” 

“ I will explain. You care more for your liberty than for your reputa- 
tion, I suppose ?” 

“ I care for both.** ^ 

“And if you left France you would be dishonoured; but yoi\\^ld 
avoid several years’ imprisonment, and with your fortune you migntMive 
handsomely in foreign parts.** 

“ I don’t wish to be disgraced.** 

“ You will be, no matter what may happen.** 

“Why?’* : 

“ Because, pven admitting that you w’cre acquitted, admitting even 
that the investigating magistrate gave an order to declare the accusation 
null and void, you w'oulfl oe none the less lost in public opinion. I shall 
publish ever 3 rwhere that you ai e a moneylender under a false name ; that 
you shamefuliy fleece the peotile among whom you live. You will be 
driven from your club ; cut and banished by the friends whom you have 
made your victims, for there is no possible doubt of it, Guee^^aud will 
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speak out. He has promised me to do so. He is devoted to me and no 
longer needs you. 1 shall take care of his future. He will relate all tlie 
rascalities into which you have dragged him, by taking advantage, ( f liig 
I>overty, and you won*t simply be cut by your acquaintance, for law 
will inteivenc to punish your illegal method of lending, and you have gone 
on with this unlawful system for years. So, with all this, you are exposed 
not only to imprisonment, but to a fine which is double the. amount of ih 
sums lent. This simply implies ruin. Have you looked at that side of the 
question ?” 

“You wish to ruin me,’’ said Bangouze, curtly. “ Well then^ try it !’• 

“ That is your last word ?” 

“Yes, unless you make proposals which I can accept.” 

“ I have but one to make. You know what it is. ” 

“ It is absurd. You ask me to confess myself a thief. If I were fijol 
enough to listen to you, I should be sure to be convicted. I might as well 
ask a policeman to arrest me.” 

“ I do not ask you to confess to a court, or even to a magistrate. ” 

“ To whom, then ?” 

“ To me, and two witnesses of my selection. When this is done, I will 
take 3^011 to the frontier myself. Oh I don’t be alarmed ; I will allow 3^011 
to take your fortune with you. It must be ciisy to carr3^ if, as I supfiose, 
it is in your safe.” 

“ Good ! what then ?” 

“ Then you will be condemned although absent; but that won’t trouble 
you, for you can easily go where there is no extradition law.” 

“ Will you be satisfied with a verbal confession ?” 

“ No. I require one written by you, and a very full and explicit one. 
You must give a circumstantial account of the robbery you committed 
Marseilles in the month of September, 1870 , being careful to state that 
JiOuis Valloiiris had nothing whatever to do with it, and that 3'ou chose 
the night on which he loft for Paris, well knowing t^'at he w’ould be 
accused.” 

“ In other words, you wish me to sign uiy ovyn condemnation.*’ 

“ You understand me perfectly.” 

“ Yes ; but I don’t see what benefit I derive from this capitulation,’* 

** You will save your person and your ill-gotten wealth.” 

“ Hut if I refuse ?” 

“If you refuse, T shall shut you up in this chalet, where 3^ou wdll 
be kept in sight to-night ; and to-morrow, at dawn, I shall go to the 
prefect pf police and the public prosecutor. They will receive me, never 
fear. ain net ii nobody, and they know my name. I will set forth the 
fadts’ without omitting anything, and give them proofs on the spot, for 
iny witnesses are ready. You may say that I can be prosecuted for 
arbitrary arrest. 1 don’t care for that, and X will take the risk of it, but 
be sure that nothing will follow. Your guilt will be so clearly shown 
that the law will thunk me for giving up a malefactor who was sure of 
escaping. You will be arrested, you will be brought to trial, and I 
can assure you that you won’t get off. But this is not all. Gu^negaud 
will gi ve me the names of the unfortunate ^rsons^whom you have fieeced. 
I shidl gd to each and all of them and hand over the list to the interested 
X>arties, and ” 

“ Enough ! If I accept your conditions you will promise me not to 
Speak of my affairs — ^those which that rascally Marias managed 7 *’ 
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‘*Yeri.” 

“ What is there to prove that you will keep your promise ? ’* 

“Nothing. I am an honest man. You know me to be so. That-is enough.” 
Silence ensued. Rangouze walked feverishly up and down, and did 
not liasfen to reply. He felt that he was trapped, and he prayed the 
devil to send him some tricky plan which would help him out of the 
terrible dilemma. “It is in Vallouris* interest, then, that you wish me 
to inculpate myself ? “ 

“It is,” 

“Then why do you give me the choice between flight and arrest? 
Give me up at once. You will much more easily attain your aim, -which 
is to clear vallouris.” 

“ No ; for your written confession would clear him much better than a 
t*‘ial. If I gave you up you would deny everything.” 

“ You may be sure that I shall do all I can to defend myself.” 

“ I expect that, and Muah to avoid it. I wish to save N^allouris from 
llui scandal of a lawsuit in which he would be obliged to appear.” 

“ As an accused party, I suppose ? He is arrested, no donV>t.” • 

“ What docs that matter to you ? I repeat that 1 wish to rid him of 
ail ii ’(juitous charge without the fact that he has been accused becoming 
Known. When 1 utilise the declaration whicli you must Mndie you will 
bo abroad, and then the aflViir cannot be brought to trial. Everything 
ill be managed by the magistrates, Vallouris, myself, and the witnesses 
rot lined by me.” 

“ They may condemn me to ton years’ imprisonment. Thank you ! ” 

“ Y"ou won’t undergo the penalty, for you will be abroad. You could 
even return to France in twenty years’ time.” 

“ A pleasant prospect ! ” 

“Better than being cendemned while you are here, and stripped of all 
you possess. The fine for usury -w^ould ruin you, don’t forget that, while 
in America you can carry on your operations without being troubled. 

‘ Legal interest ’ is not thought of there.” 

llangDuze stopped walking. He had paused in front of the window, 
and had suddenly though 15 of the trick ho wanted. Looking M. Aubijoux 
ill the face, he said, in a careless tone : “ You talk of the law of limitation. 
In civil matters it is available after twenty years ; but only ten are 
necessary to limit criminal action.” 

“ That is true.” 

“This means, then, that, as the theft was committed in September, 
1870, in three months’ time from now Vallouris and I would both bo 
beyond the reach of the law.” \ 

“ Yes, you would be, as you have never been prosecuted; but Vallouris 
has been prosecuted, and recently, I may as well tell you. So the law of 
limitation does him no good.” 

“ So much the worse for him. I must think of mysolf first. He can 
wait.” 

“ What do you mean by that ?” 

“ I mean that on the 15th of September next I can, without running 
any risk, sign the declamtion you ask for.” • 

“ Do you imagine that I shall consent tp this arrangement ? ”• 

“ Why not ? My confession will save your friend Vallouris just as well 
in three months as now, and I shall not be obliged to expatriate myself.” 

“ Yes, I see,” said the merchant in a sarcastic tone. “ Yob have come 
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to the conclusion that in three months you will have nothing further to 
fear from justice, and that if I denounced you my complaint could not 
take effect. You would have a good opportunity to deride and defy me. 
No, I refuse to agree to this ingenious arrangement.” 

Excuse me ! If 1 signed the document this evening you wt)uld not 
doubt my good faith, and if you swore not to use my confession before tlic 
15th of September, I would take your word for it. But you must also 
promise not to speak of my business in the Hue des Yinaigriers. ” 

“ And do you imagine that I would prolong the frightful situation in 
which you have placed an innocent man ? Don^t think it. If I (ionsent to 
treat with you, it is in order that Vallouris may be vindicated at once. 
Choose between the confession, with liberty to leave France, or arrest and 
all its consequences. I am waiting,” concluded M. Aubijoux, pointing to 
an inkstand, pens, and paper laid out upon the buhl-table on which a 
couple of lamps were standing. 

“ You take a strange advantage of my situation,” exclaimed Rangouze, 
“ yon have laid a regular trap for me ; do you know what all this is ? It 
is black mail. ” 

M. Aubijoux shrugged his shoulders, 

“ And I, if I choose, can threaten you,” added Rangouze, 

“With what?” 

“With publishing a fact which I am acquainted with, and which would 
grieve you greatly. ” 

“ 1 care very little for anything you could say about me.’’ 

“About you? Oh, there is nothing to be said about you. You have 
millions of money, you are strong and can brave the world. If you even 
had crimes upon your conscience, no one would dare accuse you. But 
your wife is open to attack.” 

The merchant started up in anger, but restrained himself at onee. 
“ Don’t hope to shake my resolution by any base slander,” he said, scorn- 
fully. “Write the confession which I am about to dictate, or else tc- 
morrow morning, I declare it to you, .you will be obliged to explain 
yourself before a magistrate.” , 

“ Very well. I shall * explain ’ chat you are denouncing me as an act 
of revenge, because I saw Madame Aubijoux to-night with a handsome 
young man in a private box.” 

“ Wretch !” 

“ Yes ; in a stage-box next to the one you occupied but an hour ago, at 
the Fantaisics Comiques. Several persons in the audience saw what I saw, 
but will perhaps have the gallantry to keep silent. But I shall speak 
out. Why should I spare you when you don’t spare me ?” 

‘i-YOu lie ! ” cried the merchant, coming forw'ard with his fists clenched, 
as Rangouze drew back toward the window, and continued speaking ; 
“ If you wish to convince yourself of wiiat I say, you have only to return 
to the theatre. The box is on the gi'oiind floor on the right. It is No. 3. 
We were ii No. 1, and through the thin partition which separates them, 
you might have heard wiiat your wife was saying, if the orchestra had 
played less loudly. Go, sir 1 Your brougham is at the door, and the 
play isjiot yet over. Your wife must still be at the theatre.” 

While ho spoke the rascal heard a sound outside. “ No,” he resumed, 
in a lower tone, “ she is not the?e now — she is walking in the park, and 
not alone, for I recognise the voice of the man w'ho is with her. ” 

Furious flShd in despair, M. Aubijoux dashed Rangouze aside with one 
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hand, and drei«r up the blind. The moon was shining very high in the 
sky, and it was almost as light as at day-time, Uncier the window there 
was a narrow grass-plot and three tall trees, with a bench in front of 
them. upon this bench a woman was seated, and Aubijoux recog- 

nised her at once. A man was kneeling before her. In the soft light of the 
silvery planet so dear to lovers the group was distinctly visible against a 
background of dark foliage, M. Aubijoiix uttered a cry of rage at the 
sight, and darted into tlic garden. 

Rangouze did not stir, but looked on and waited. He blessed the chance 
which had brought about this unexpected diversion, and made ready to 
profit by it. Me had excited the merchant’s jealousy to divert his anger * 
from himself. Russian hunters, flying from w'olvcs, throw out their dogs 
from their sleighs to arrest the pursuit for an instant, and llangoitze had 
sacrificed the imprudent Ldonio and the usually prudent Busserolea to 
Louis Vallouris’ avenger. 

He relied upon escaping from the chalet while the merchant pursued 
the oirered prey. The couple would certainly be sacrificed, for M. Aubijoux 
was shouting: “Here, Jacques, come here, make haste!” and wUs 
evidently quite beside liimsclf with rage. 

The startled lovers did not lose their wits, but rose at once, and ran 
away as fast as they could. This wos certainly a wise course, for the 
husband was a man to kill them both, -and the faithful Le Pailleur had 
hastened to assist his friend. 

When he joined him, the fugitives had already disappeared in the dark 
and winding avenue. “What is the matter?” asked Jacques. “Is the 
thief trying to make off? ” The worthy fellow was thinking of Rangouze. 
Busserolles and Madame Aubijoux had no doubt arrived by a little g,iteat 
the other end of the park, and as he had not left his post he had not seen 
them. * 

“ You have your revolver,” said Aubijoux. ** Give it to me ! ” 

Jacques took a six -chambered revolver from his pocket, and replied : 
“Be careful what you do.” 

But'the merchant waii not likely to listen to these wise words of warn- 
ing. Without taking time to explain or reply, he darted, revolver in hand, 
after the guilty pair. He was some distance behind, and did not see them 
new, but he thought that they had fled to the side gate, and would not tVy 
to reach the main entrance, which was closed at tliis hour and in charge of 
a doorkeeper. 

“ You shall not escape me,” he muttered ; and there were chances that 
this might prove true, for Aubijoux had strong limbs and keen qyes. 

The side gate opened upon a bye street communicating with the 
boulevard, and at a short distance from it a victoria stood waiting. ' The 
lover whom it had brought was running as fast as he could towards it, but 
he still had some distance to cover. 

Aubijoux fired at him. The first shot was a miss, but the second one 
wounded him in the shoulder, A third shot failed like the first. Mean- 
time Busserolles tottered, and seemed about to fall, but gathering up his 
strength, he reached the vehicle and sprang in. The coachman saw what 
the situation was, and^briskly whipped up his horse, which totte away, 
darting down the Avenue RaphaSL # 

Aubijoux attempted to follow it, but his strength failed him. He 
stopped and saw that on the spot where the bullet had struqk the fugitive 
the pavement was stained with blood. 
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“He is wounded 1 ” he muttered, “I shall find him again. Now I 
will find her ! ” And so saying, he rushed quickly back towards the villa. 

His wife must still be there, for she had not gone oflf when her lover dis- 
appeared. Where had she hidden herself ? Had she had the courage to 
return to the house and brave the curious eyes of the servants who were 
still up, for it was not yet midnight } Or, paralysed by terror, was she 
crouching down in some corner of the park ? 

Scarcely had M. Aubijoux entered the grounds again than he found 
himself face to face with his friend Jacques, The worthy fellow was out 
of breath, and in a state of great agitation. His first exclamation was : 
“ Is he dead ? ” 

“ Unfortunately, no,” replied the husband. 

“ Fortunately, on the contrary. If you had killed this Rascaillon, you 
would be' in a very bad plight. ” 

“ What do I care for Rascaillon ? Didn’t yon see anything ? ” 

“ 1 saw that you w^ere running like a madman after some one who ran 
faster than you did, and I thought that it was he.” 

“ It was my wife’s lover.” 

“Have you lost your mind ? ” 

“I tell you that on opening the summer house window, I recognisc<l 
lAonie, seated upon a bench. A man was kneeling before her, ana held 
her hands in his. I leaped to the ground, they saw me and fled, and hid 
behind the bushes. I pursued them, and saw the man again in the street. 
I fired and wounded him, but I am going to kill her. Come, let us look for 
her ! ” 

“ Jean, you must be mistaken. It is impossible that your wife should 
have ” 

J “I tell you that I am going to kill her,” interrupted Aubijoux, furiously. 
f “ You won’t kill her without giving her a hearing. I shan’t leave you, 
and I will prevent you from committing a murder. It is too much already 
that you have seriously wounded some unfortunate man who has perhaps 
not done you any wrong. This isn’t the way to revenge yourself if he 
has. You will publish the shame of the woman who bears your no me.” 

This earnest adjuration did not calm Aubijouxi’ but forced him to reflect. 
“So be it, then ! ” he said choking with rage. “ I will hear her before 
condemning her, I will force her to confess her crime, but when she has 
confessed 1 shall not hesitate to punish her. She has perhaps had the 
audacity to go back to her room. I am going there. Close this gate and 
promise me not to open it if the infamous creature comes into the garden.” 

“ I promise it upon condition that you will return me the revolver.” 

“ Take it. You are right. I am no longer master of myself. ” 

“That is well I If I find your wife, I will bring her back to you. 
When you question your servants, try to let nothing appear.” 

Aubijoux did not listen. He had taken his way toward the villa. But 
his friend no longer feared his violence, for he held the weapon, and as an 
additional precaution he now removed the three cartridges which remained 
in it. After doing this, he began to search through the park, of which he 
knew every turn. 

Meanwhile the distracted merchant found one^of his footmen talking 
gaily with* Madame Aubijoux’s maid! They seemed greatly surprised on 
seeing him, for eveiybody in the house, like his wife herself, had thought 
that he was travelling. 

“ Where is your mistress ? ” he curtly asked. 
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I “She has not yet returned,” said the maid. “ She has gone to the 
► tlicatro.” 

From the girl’s manner, and the plainness of her reply, Aiibijoux saw 
that she was tellmg the truth, so far as she knew it. 

“ When she returns,” said he, “tell her that I have returned, and shall 
}.lcop in the chalet. I am very tired, and shall not sec her till to-morrow 
uioiiiing. I don’t need anything to-night.” 

llis .servants, who were accustomed to his odd ways, did not notice the 
peculiarity of these orders, and, after giving them, Aubijoux hastened 
into the park again in search of .lac<][ues whom he joined in the wide 
avenue where he had so eloquently defended Estelan to Hautru’s undo. 
I.C J^ailleiirwas alone, and guessed the question that Aubijoux had on his lips. 

“ She is not in the park,” said he. 

“It is impossible to tell where she is,” exclaimed the husband. ' “ Who 
is not at the house, either. Where can she he ? You have had time to 
look everywhere. ” 

“ I did not go over the park, but the night is so clear that if your wife 
were here I should have seen her. There are no hiding-places in the parht 
1110 grottoes, no thickets, nothing but lawns and widely spaced trees.” 

“ Where can she have fled, then ? ” 

1 “She may have glided out by the little gate and have run in the 
[opposite direction, while you were firing the revolver.” 
j “ No — let us look together. ” " 

I “ What good w’ould that do ? If she is here she won’t make her apnea r- 
lance now. She wouldn’t dare to go to the main gate, and tell the door 
keeper to open it ; she has not returned to the side-gate, for I should have 
inot her. Besides, your coachman is with the carriage which brought un 
liere, and lie would have seen her if she had gone off in that direction, 
jit will be best, Jean, to return to the chalet wmere you left that scamp. 
Finish with him first, and then w^e shall sec w'hat is to be done.” 

‘ ‘ I consent, for Kascaillon may escape. ” 

To prevent Aubijoux from changing his mind, Le Pailleur took his 
urm and led him towards, the chalet. The wdndow was open, and th^'y 
looked in to sec if Kascaillon was still there. He had disappeared. 

“ Good heavens 1 ” exclainmd .lacqiics, “ I remember now that I forgot 
to close the gate w^e came in ” 

“ Ilow’ was that ? Then all i.s lost ! ” 

“I was w’atching it, and should not have stirred if you had not called 
iiie. Come quickly ! tlie coachman will tell us if lie has seen any one pass.” 

They soon learned w hat they wished to know. The coachman declared 
that the gentleman who had been in the brougham with M. Aubijoux had 
gone off some iniiiiites already. The servant knew nothing of w’hat W'as 
going on, had received no orders, and, besides he would not have aban- 
doned Ills horses to stop Raiigoiize. He could not be taken to task and 
so iiotliing was said to him. Le Pailleur took his old frieud back to the 
chalet, where everything had so fatally resulted. 

The lamps were still burning, illuminating the table on which M. Aubi- 
joux had laid paper and pens ready for Rangouze’s written confession. 
The scoundrel hacf taken “^ood care not to confess, but he had left a few lines 
us a farewell. ^ 

“If you allow yourself to say a single word to injure me,”. read Louis 
cVEstelan’s protector, “I will publish everywhere that I was present when 
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you caught your wife with her lover. I know who he is ; I can tell you 
nis name if you wish to know it. But between us, henceforth, there ig* 
war. Well, then, attack mo if you dare I I have arms against you now, 
and I shall use them to defend myself. It would be better ttii ke a 
trcsaty of peace. Do as you please. I await your propositions.’* 

** Does the vile rascal think that I would treat with him ? Never 
exclaimed M. Aubijoux. “ What do I care what ho saw ? There will be 
no laughing at me when I have driven away the infamous creature who 
has deceived me and sent a bullet through her lover’s head, for I shall not . 
need Rascaillon to find him. No treaty will I make with a robber and 
usurer, none I He won’t fly from Paris to-night, and I will denounce him 
to-morrow. He will be arrested or called upon to defend himself. I ayiU 
do justice to Kstelan, whom I have not seen for ten days. I should have 
liked to spare him the necessity of appearing before the magistrate, but I 
cannot do so now. However, he will come out of all this as white as snow. 
Justice won’t make a second mistake. But, before aught else, I will" 
revenge myself.” 

‘‘Jean,” said Lo Pailleur, grasping both his hands, “ you know that I 
care as much for your honour as I do for my O'wn. Will you leave it to 
me to punish the guilty and save Estelan ? I swear to you that you will 
afterwards thank me for having taken up your cause, and your friend’s as 
well.” 

“ What do you intend to do ?** 

“ I will tell you to-morrow morning. The plan is dear in my mind, ' 
and I will explain it to you when you are calmer. ” 

Aubijoux did not reply. He lot himself fall into a chair and hid hia 
face in his hands. The bravc-hearted man, so cruelly wounded by a 
frivoloius woman, was weeping bitterly. 


XI. 

« 

“ Never sell the bearskin until you have killed the bear,” is a specimen 
of tlie “ wisdom of nations.” La Fontaine ^s a fable on the same subject. ’ 
Antonia had forgotten it, however, for, on the evening of the first per- 
formance of “Zairette,” she had — expecting a stupendous success— invited 
her manager, some singers, and several of her friends of both sexes to sup 
with her. 

The Grasshopper’s apartments were situated on the first floor of a house 
in the Avenue de Messine. She was a careless creature, ?iom with the 
same instincts as those reckless young men of good family who squander 
their fortunes without heed of the morrow. She paid six thousand franca 
rent, and could have given some very elegant entertainments in her two 
drawing-rroms hung with gilded mirrors. In her dining-room, moreover, 
a well-served dinner would have made a goodly show ; for there were 
pillars upholding the ceiling, carpets of antique design, and pictures by, 
good painters. Japanese vases decorated the vestibule, and old Rouen 
ware ‘was fastened here and there to the walls. Unfortunately the Grass- 
hopper llad never known how t:) organise what is called a regular Esatab- 
lislxment, for her coachman plundered her in oats, her maid in matters 
pertaining to her wardrobe, and her cook in the market-money. 

The famous “ first-night ” supper had been ordered at Potel A Qhabot’s, 
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and had been talked about for a month. It had been at first ordered for 
ten gucfits, intimate friends, but as Antonia invited alm(»st every one 
vh"iu she met, the list swelled to twenty -live ; and when the curtain rose 
nn the first act of “ Zairette ” no one could guess how many people might 
turn up. * Kosine was among the first invited, and was allowed to brin,<5 
whom iSlie chose. The authors, with Motel at the head, had their seats 
by rights; while hlscandccat, Zelie, and a light tenor, who sung the lover’s 
lines in the new operetta, having all been in the struggle, so to speak, 
were necessarily looked for, after what it w*as hoped would be a victory, 
together with the fiionds of past days, such as liusserolles, Girac, Ran- 
goiize, and others. On tlu, stage, between two acts, the goddess had also 
coaxed Souscarriere to come, with Eon Manohl the llrazilian, who had 
gone behind the scenes expressly to congratulate her upon her fine talents. 

There was no one but Guy do Bautru whom she bad not invited, among 
her acquaintance, and he for a month past hatl fied from gay companions. 
Ro one saw anything of him. He was ‘‘settling down.” There was a 
rumour that he was going to be married. “ A man overboard,” remarked 
Rnaine on hearing of this, and now no one asked anything further about 
hurl. 

yonscarri(!;rc’B interview w’ith Pmnevaux had been an animated one. 
They had met face to face in the slips, and the notary, who was tlms 
transgressing propriety, had tried to put a good face on a bad situation, 
lie plunged boldly into confessions, but without telling the full extent of 
hij. folly. He confided to the count’s fiiend tliat he w^as dccqdy in love 
with the (Trnsshoiqicr, and that the young singer received liim kindly. 
Still, lie ticatcd tills weakness a» unimportant, and asked Souscarritre to 
say nothing about it. 

As for tlic reiiaymcnt of M. do Maugars’ funds, Pmnevaux declared 
that it would be cflcctcd without fail on the following Tuesday, as agreed 
upon, and spoke of giving back the six hundred thousand francs witli as 
much assurance as thougJi he had alieady received the money himself. 
He believed in tlie fidelity of Antonia und in the promises of Guc^egaud, 
wiio was, to give him the capitalist’s reply on the moirow'. 

kSoiiscaiTicre, half satisfied, tlioiight the place a bad one for further 
explanation, and Prunevaux 0T1I3" asked for three days. Ifc seemed better 
4 ;o wait, ami as the cx-eoloncl had no mission to preach to dissipated 
lawyers, he did not see fit to take ITuncA'aux to tack about his conncc'tion 
with the singer. Ho promised liimsclf, however, to learn the full extent 
of Pninevaux’s recklcssnc'ss, somehow or other. Antonia had invited him 
1 ) lier little entertainment, and .she W’as not a woman to keep a secret. 
He thouglit that with the assistance of the champagne he might get sozuo 
useful information out of her, and so he did not refuse her invitation. 

After liaving repeated to the notary that he would cull at his office on 
the day mentioned at nine o’clock in the morning precisely, Souscarri^jre 
returned to the stalls. He found his nephewr there, told him the results 
of his attempt, and his plana for the night. Bautru was not in the least 
amused by the operetta, and the Grasshopper’s singing made him nervous. 
Excited by the mocking smiles of some njalevolent rivals wdio were present, 
and troubled by the muj’muTs of dissatisfaction, mingled w'ith hisses, she 
scaled the heights of the most peiilous gamuts and fairly made her friends’ 
flesh creep. * 

The second act was badly sung and acted, but it ended without any 
absolute catastrophe, and the uncle and nephew then left the theatre. 
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“ Wliat mirsic ! ” exclaimed Bautiii, “ it fairly made iny ears bleed.” 

“ I think that Prunevaux must be deaf to be in love with a siren wlio 
sings so badly,” said Souscarrifere, “but I am not so anxious as I 
about the money. I shall perhaps go to V^sinet to-morrow to dine. It 
you SCO Maugars before I do, you must tell him that all is going on well, 
and that he can telegraph to my agent to conclude the purchase. Tlic 
money will l>e in hand next week. We will go to La Breteche in a week's 
time, and Maugars can take ijossession of his estate, as he pays cash down 
for it. Estelan must be dead, for your friend, the journalist, oonhruia 
the statement. All the good luck comes at once. ” 

“Yes,” replied Bautru, delightedly, os his uncle bade him good-bye, 
saying that he was going to Antonia’s supper. 

They parted, the uncle striding aw^ay, an<l both vanished just as Pruii<-. 
vaux crept timidly out of the groups of people assembled in front of the 
theatre. He had gone through indescribable suflering since the coiunience- 
ment of the performance. 8ouscarri<ire’s very unexpected visit had di.>- 
lurbed him greatly, but the urgent demands of the lerrildc rcprcscutati\ « 
of his principal creditor had made him less wTetched than the failure of tlie 
operetta in which all the loss came upon himself. 

Prunevaux did not doubt but what he would have a favourable answ ev 
from the money-lender on the morrow, but he was beginning to doubt the 
success of “Zairetto.” If the unappreciated masterpiece failed, the 
financial future of the Fantaisiea Oomiques, and the musical future ol 
his beloved Grasshopper, were settled, but in the wrong w'ay. Ami 
Prunevaux was now asking himself, w'ith absolute augui^-h, whether the, 
evening would bring triumph or failure. 

Upon the stage opinions varied, Antonia taking the sharpest sounds 
uttered among the audience for applause. Escaiidecat boldly maintaiued 
that the great trio in the third act would carry the public away, and that 
there was no need of troubling one’s self as to ilie manifestations of some 
evil-intontioned spectators. But the tenor, wdio w^as a favourite at Mont- 
auban, insinuated that he was the only one in the company who know 
how to sing in tunc. McJtel declared chat the music killed the wqrds, and 
the ^figurantt; 8 did not hesitate to say that the public were calling for Azoi . 

Pmnevaux, to end his uncertainties and his sulfcringa, resolved to go 
among the people who had the deciding of the matter. He w’as aware that; 
many of his acquaintances were present, and he supposed that they w ould 
go outside to take the air. He did not wish to enter the auditorium, hut 
there was nothing to hinder him from passing, as if by chance, along the 
street in front of the theatre and mingling with the crowd whore he could 
hear what was beiiig said. Moreover, if he met any friond he could ask, 
with an air of indiSreiice, what the general opinion was of the operetta 
and the singers. So he went stealthily out by a back door, walked 
hastily round the block of buildings, in the centre of which an adventurous 
speculator had built the Fantaisies Comiques, and then approached the 
front of the theatre. This was a bad move. Souscandere and Bautru had 
just gone off. Busscrolles and Kangousie w^erc taking part in strange 
adventures. Me tel had remained behind the scenes, and Girac, who had 
the dy^epici, was dozing uneasily in his stall. So none of the men whom 
he mi^it^havc asked for support were there, and in addition to all 
this the unlucky lover caught ilb omened w^ords from the lips of unknown 
spectators. 

What Of 8cUf my friends I ” said one. 
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“ Tt’s doirii to zrro,'* said anotlior. 

“I shall stay till the end,” said a third, **for they will break the 
benches and throw roasted apples at the actors, and then it will be awfully 
funny ! ” 

Tliesti words were so many dagger-thrusts for Pninevaux. One fellow* 
actually cried out : “ That Antonia ! what a voice ! like a baby's rattle!” 

This was too much. 'J'hc notary fled, but he was not at the end of his 
sorrows, for ho almost fell into the arms of an individual who said to him 
in tipsy tones: “ Ah, it’s you, my dear sir; how lucky ! I had something 
to Udl you. Don’t you remember me ? I am Marius Gu^in^gaud, from the 
Kue des Viiiaigriers.” 

“Excuse mo, sir, ’’stammered the notary, “I expected so little to see you.” ' 

“ Oh, no matter,” exclaimed Kangouze’s clerk, “ it is by a mere chance 
that I’m here. I don’t often come this way. But I treated myself to a 
l egular feast at Hill’s restaurant. It is very near here, so I thought I 
Av'ould come and hear a singer, of w hom I had heard so much talk, Sdamblo 
u}> and down the scales. It’s a perfect fraud ! And she’s so thin, that 
Antonia ! 1 don’t admire any w^omen but fat blondes. Besides, slie sings 

like a creaky wheel.” 

“Excuse me, sir,” interrupted rrunevaux, who would have liked to 
strangle Marias, “ but you said that you had something to tell me,” 

“ Yes, so I have. Come over here • We don’t wdsh tc) be overheard.” 

When they reached tlic opposite side of the street, Gue'm^gaud resumed 
ilia condoling voice: “1 am very sorry, sir; but you need not take the 
trouble to call to-morrow. My employer told me that tlie affair did not 
suit him.” ' 

The blow w*a8 so terrible that Pnmcvaiix w as obliged to catch at the 
shutters of a sliop, in order to keep himself from falling. 

“Oh,” added the clerk, obligingly, “it isn’t because he heard any- 
thing to your disadvanttigc, but he hasn’t got the six hundred thousand 
francs by him. All his money is lent out.” 

“ I could manage with pait of the sum,” starnmei'ccl the notary. . The 
only hope which he had clung to had failed him. 

“ Bah ! you can borrow it of some one else,” said Guenegiiud. “ But 1 
can’t find it for you. I am tired of the business, and I have left my em- 
ployer.” 

“ You might at least give me his a<l<lres.s. ” 

“ That is forbidden. Ask Monsieur de Kangouze for it, if you like, ami 
allows me to leave you ! ^J’lie third act is aliout to begin, and I do not 
wish to lose my part in the breaking up. 1 have a big key to whistle with. 
Good-bye, my dear sir, good luck to you. A Paris notary can’t be put out 
for six hundred thousand paltry francs ; of course not 1 ” With this con- 
clusion, the scamp turncil upon his heel. 

Prunevaux, who was in constcriiatdon, went aw'ay, staggering like a 
drunken man. He was quite cured of his foolish hopes, and the situation 
began to appear to liim in all its i*cal horror. The abyss yawned at his 
feet, hut one step more and he would be cast into it. It no longer de- 
pended iipon him to avoid it. “All is lost,” he muttered— “all is orer! 

In three days all Paris will know' that 1 have spent my clients^ money. 
My disgrace will be public. I ought to have known that this usurer 
wouldn’t come up to the mark, and now all I can do is to blow out my 
braiiw. But, no,” he resumed, “no, I will not kill myself, for all is not 
lost. 1 have still Antonin ’ ” 
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Comforted by this idea, Prunevaux raised his head once more and re- 
Burned his way to the stage door. ** I still have Antonia, and slie loves 
me, whatever the dandies may think,*’ said the bewitched man to liimaelf. 
“ They imagine that a man must be twenty -five to please a woman, 
but she loves me and has sworn it a thousand times. It isn’f a mere 
caprice, but a sincere attachment. She has a heart of gold, and won’t 
desert me on account of evil fortune. She will be rewarded for her devo- 
tion, for she will find abroad the success which these fools of Parisians 
refuse her. I shall ask her to-night to come to a final resolution, for we 
haven’t a moment to lose.” 

The notary etill hugged his ridiculous illusions to his heart. He wa.s 
over forty, had a corpulent form, a red face, and a mind as dull as his body 
was heavy. But he believed himself to be adored by a woman many yeai s 
younger-than himself. He had kept a hundred notes of a thousana franoa 
each, w’ith which to tempt her to go abroad with him and try her fortune 
in another country. He did not doubt her consent. He still hoped, in 
spite of all, that “Zairette” might not prove a total failure, that the Fantai- 
sies Comiques might still bring in some money. But there was no more 
time to wait now. Even if the operetta succeeded, the eiiteriirise could 
not yield him the half million which he needed in three days, and he 
almost hoped that his dear Grasshopper might meet with deteat, lest a 
triumph should tempt her to remain in Paris. 

These thoughts tilled his mind until lie reached the stage door. Be 
felt a hesitation which he had in no wdse experienced three hours before, 
when he had passed througi the saino portal bound for the nianagt'r’s 
little box. Now, however, the idea of approaeliing tlie stage filled him with 
something approaching terror. He feared lest lie should arrive just m 
time to hear that concert of hisses which tlie low-bred Gufmogaud had 
told him was coining, and he had not courage to endure it. What kind of 
a face would he wear if his idol were hooted? He could already sec 
Antonia angry, Escandecat dejected, M<^tcl sneering, and Souscarriore 
towering above them all. The colonel was always before his mind now, 
like Banquo’s ghost before Macbeth’s terrified ga/e. If the evening ended 
in a disaster he would learn it all too soon, and tit) he i)veferred not to bo 
present. 

He was not invited to the Grassliopper’.s supper, because of his legal 
position, for it was not thought proper for a notary to sup with siiigor.s, 
but he had his habitual chats with Antonia in a little boudoir, where 
he now thought of repairing instead of returning to the private box. “I 
shan’t prevent her receiving her guests,” he said to himself, “ for I w^on't 
show myself, and it is indispensable that they should be received. I will 
go into the boudoir, she will join me there, and I wdll tell her all.” 

With this grand resolve, Prunevaux turned sadly aw'ay from the stage- 
door, which now seemed like the gate of “Paradise Lost,” and turned 
towards the \venue de Messine. The walk was by no means a short one, 
and he did not progress very rapidly, for he was stout and the weight of 
care made his steps lag. 

The windows of the suite of rooms wliere his goddess resided were 
blazing jvith light, and the pneumatical clock in front of the house indi- 
cated midnight upon its blue dial when he reached the door. Two or 
three victorias and hired cabs weri? stationed outside, and so was Antonia’s 
brougham. It was evident then that she had returned and brought some 
of her guests trith her. How had the performances come to so ^rupt an 
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end? Theatrical performances usually end later in PaHs, especially 
on “first nights. This early breaking up was ominous, and the notary 
feared that “ Zairetto ” had ended in a catastrophe. 

He rajig timidly and passed before the door-keeper's lodge with the 
collar of his summer overcoat drawn up. Formerly, it was wiwi a delicious 
palpitation of the heart that he had glided through the vestibule, but now 
his heart beat with anything but joy. 

The maid opened the door for him, and exclaimed : “My mistress is in 
a dreadful humour ; but if you will come in, sir, she may have time to see 
yon before going to table.” 

He entered the boudoir and Antonia soon appeared, her face dark and 
sad. “ Why did you leave before the third act?” she asked. “ Was it 
because you knew that the storm was about to break forth ? You left me 
just when I needed to be sustained. Is that your affection ? ” 

“What ‘storm’ do you apeak of? Did the performance end badly ?** 

“ It did not end at all. The audience howled so loudly that the cur- 
tain liad to be lowered on the fourth scene. It was a coiK^piracy, my dear, 
a frightful conspiracy ! Kscandecat recognised two country managers who* 
are jealous of him, and who have got up this cabal to play him a trick.” 

“ That is very mean and paltry, but they won’t be there another niglifc, 
and the second perfoniiance will go off belter.” 

“ The second ? I’hcre will never be a second. Do you think that I 
would sing to such hrutes again ? Kscandecat says he never saw so stupid 
an audience.” 

“ lint how about the theatre?” 

“ It will have to be shut up, that’s all ! The season is biid, anyhow. 
There would not bo fifty francs made in three nights.” 

“It has cost mo three hundred thousand.” 

“ The loss won’t kill you. Besides, you never imagined, I suppose, 
that theatres could be hired and operettas got up with nothing but nut- 
shells ? But never mind that 1 What do you want to tell mo ? Say it 
quickly, for T am in no humour to fcxlk of business matters. I want to forget 
what hits happened to-ipght. Ah ! the wi'etches ! how they his»cd ! 
What a beggarly set ! 1 should like to recognise one of them and drive 

over him with my victoria 

l*runcvaux W'as in no hurry to reply. He was pale, and his contracted 
features showed that he was suffering. Antonia was not really bad- 
licarted, and her admirer’s grief affected her. 

“Come now% Arthur,” she said, changing her manner, “what is tlio 
matter ? Tell me what ails you ? Any one would tlimk that you were 
going to be •hanged. Is it because I have failed to-night that you look 
like that ? Are you so very fond of me ?” 

“You would not ask me that,” replied tho notary, “if you knew what 
I have done for your sake.” 

“I do knoAV, and I beg you to believe that I shall never forget it. 
Say no more now, for I w^ant to be calm and composed when my guests 
arrive. What a pity that you are a notary ! I might take you in and 
you would enjoy the supper very much. The little tenor is very funny 
when ho imitates peoplh. But don’t be down-hearted ; you are ribh, and 
have many ways of consoling yourself besides drinking with a lot of 
singers. ” 

“ I am not rich any longer,” sighed Pninevaux. 

** What nonsense 1 ” exmaimed the Grasshopper. 
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** It is not nonsense. I am ruined.*’ 

“That can’t bo. Rosino was saying only yesterday that with your 
place as a notary you had a hundred and fifty thousand francs’ income, 
without mentioning a million which you will inherit later on.” 

“ The sale of my practice would not suflfice to pay my creditors.” 

“ You have creditors, like a mere law-student? Well, that’s stylish! 
Rosine won’t say any more that you are not a man of fashion. Now, I 
thought that you were a very steady sort of person. But how did you 
manage to ruin yourself ? Who do you owe money to ? ” 

“ To clients, w'ho entrusted their funds to me.” 

“ Then you have really committed a criminal act ? ” 

“Yes, for your sake,” replied the notary, in a hoarse voice. 

“ Listen to me,” said Antonia, with unfeigned emotion. “ I did not 
think that you would go so far as that. Had I known it, I should not 
have allowed you to risk this money for me. It is partly your fault. 
You rushed on very fast. You did not wait for me to ask you. Now, I 
need to be restrained in expenditure, and if I am not I do foolish things. 
I thought that a notary’s money must be inexhaustible. I thought that 
you could make this venture which has ])rov©ti a failure. Well, it will 
serve me as a lesson, but 1 sliaii't forget that all this was for my sake. 
Take what I have, and try to recover yourself. I have ten thousand 
francs of my own.” 

“You don’t understand ” 

“Take my jewellery, too, if you like. With ten thousand francs you 
may be able to live a year abroad, and then you can corae back again. 
You are able and energetic, and you can buy an agency in Brussels oi 
Geneva. It is bad to come to that when one has been a notary iu Paris, 
but, after all, anything that makes money is good as a business. You w ill 
make another fortune, and even then you won’t be too old to enjoy life. " 

“I am too old to love again.” 

“Is that true? Will you never love any one but me? Well, nevoi* 
mind where you have to go, I will go to see you. When must you leave 
Paris ? ” , ‘ 

“ In three days’ time.” 

“Then I will go to the railway station w-ith you, and to-morroAv 
morning I will give you the money 1 speak of. ” 

“ I thank you for your kind intentions, my love, but I don’t need the 
money. I have a hundred thousand francs with me.” 

“ With that you can get on anywhere.” 

“ Kven with some one else wutn mo.” 

“ Some one else ? Who else ? ” 

“Listen to me, Antonia,” .said Prunevaiix, whose voice shook with 
emotion, “ you know that it is impossible for me to live without you, and 
you have ju&t assured me of your love. You won’t refuse to go with me, 
then ? ” 

“ Where are you going ? ” 

“ Wherever you like. We will go to Russia, to America, to countries", 
where your talent wull be appreciated, and where you will have immense 
Bucccas as a singer. ” 

“ Do yoa think so ? I don’t. ,Thc papers would say that I had been 
hisisod at the Fantaisios Coniiques, and papers go everywhere. That 
would injure me with the foreign managers. No, I prefer to try to get 
an engagement at the Bouftes or the Renaissance.” 
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Cfh ! you can get one,” «aid Primevaux, bitterly, “and I can go and 
(lie of despair, far, far from here. ” 

“Nonsense ! didu'’t I tell you that I should go to visit you? Come, 
my friend, be reasonable ! How can I go with you ? I should be in your 
way an(l prevent you from succeeding. A man alone can always get on 
when he has some brains, and you nave plenty ; but with a woman he 
ran’t do so. 8 o now ” 

The Grasshopper v^as about to end with a decided refusal, when her 
maid appeared at the door, and said; “They are waiting for you, naadamo. 
All the gentlemen have come, and the head-waiter wishes to know if ho 
Klmll send up supper. ” 

“ I am coming,” replied Antonia. 

When the maid had closed the door she walked up to Prunevaux, who 
was looking very downcast, and placing both hands upon his sHouldcrs, 
she said ; “ Do you know what you ought to do ? You ought to come in 
to supper.” 

“ 1 don't feci like it,” sighed Prunevaux. 

“ Neither do I. I need a great deal of courage to swallow a glass^ of 
chauipagne after w'hat has happened this evening. It was a dow'ntall like 
pitching from the top of the Tour Saint- Jacques, and then you tell me this 
dreadful trouble of your ouun There is no future for me as a singer. You, 
too, are ruined, but do I iveep or whine ? No ; I want to laugh and sing, 
if only to show my guests that I don’t care for the fools who hissed me, 

I )o as I do, my dear I Make headway against the storm ! Come to supper, 
iind sing at dessert. That will show tliat you are a man, a true man, and 
to-morrow morning, when wo are alone — for you must come back — we uill 
talk over our plans. I am not obstinate, and if you succ’ccd in proving 
that it won’t be a bad thing for 3 W 1 if we both go abroad, -why then ’ 

“You will consent to go with me?” exclaimed Prunevaux. “Ah, 
could I hut hope it ! Who are the guests wdio are here ? ” 

‘ ‘ Ze'lie, of com sc. Kosine — slie w^ould come, though I did not want 
her ; but she w'ould have had a grudge against me if I had not imdted’her. 
There a 1 :e a couple of for^^igu ladies withher. ” 

“But wdio are the gentlemen ? ” 

“ Metel, who wrote part of the piece ; the fellows who helped him 
haven't yet come, nor the two composers of the music, but I don’t care for 
them, for they have bad manners. 1 asked the tenor, because, although he 
is ratiier too free and easy, he is very amusing. Escandecat is in there too.” 

“ He will begin talking about the performance.” 

“No. I will give him some wdne, and ho will be tipsy before the first 
course is over. Girac must be so already. ” 

“ Is that all ? ” 

“ Oh, I forgot the best of all ! A Brazilian who has just arrived in 
F^aris, and who plays heavily. I shall make him play, and I should laugh 
if he lost. ” 

“ Is he young? ” timidly asked the law^yer, who divined a future rival in 
this foreign personage. 

“I don’t know\ He was introduced to me on the stage, and I scarcely , 
looked at him. He is jhst like Rastacour in the play. Those Am^ricMUs* 
faces are all alike. I must amuse myself by having him taken hi hand by 
an original wl'om I have invited, and who does not look accommodating at 
all. He is a kind of carabineer, about six feet high — but, no^w 1 think of 
it, you know him — you were talking to him during the performance.” 
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** Monsieur Souscarri^re ? ** 

“ Yes : Guy de Bautru’s uncle,** 

'* Then I can’t go in to your supper.** 

Why not ? Don’t you like him t '* * 

** He is the Count de Maugars’ friend. 1 owe the count six hundred 
thousand francs^ ahd Souscarri^re has asked tne for them. He has been 
persecuting me for the last week on the matter — he has his suspicions— 
and if he saw me here ” 

“ I understand, he might make a scene. I return, then, to my first idea. 
Go into the dressing-room. I will send some refreshments to you, and if 
you like to take a nap there is a divan.” 

** I have not slept for many a night,” muttered Prunevaux. 

“ Wpll, then, you can think of me.** 

* * And may I hope that to-morrow ” 

** We will breakfast together, and talk seriously of our journey. I say 
neither yes nor no. ” 

Prunevaux was obliged to be satisfied with this arrangement, and 
he kissed his beloved, udiile she took a look at herself in the glass, to make 
sure that there was no change in her face. 

Antonia then went to join her guests with a smile on her lips. The 
habit of being upon the stage enabled her to show a good face, although 
she really was very humiliated. She was sincerely sorry for Prune vaux’s 
misfortunes, but the notary was not in the drawing-room, and she did 
not think any more of him than of the first admirer she had ever had. 
Her guests welcomed her with general acclamation, and the facetious 
tenor thought himself very witty as he imitated a drum by beating 
on his nose and breathing hard. There was no one there with whom 
Souscarrifere, who was present, was acquainted, except M<5tel and 
Girac, and he was talking with them. The Brazilian, who liked singers, 
was talking with the two who were in the room, but when the Grass- 
hopper appeared the groups mingled. She had found time to change lier 
dress and put on diamonds enough to make liosine’s foreign lady friends 
look positively cross-eyed. Her sparkling, animated beauty' showed 
naught of tlie emotions of the evening. She looked well, and appeared to 
be in good spirits. 

“ Welcome, colonel,*’ she exclaimed, extending both hands to Sons- 
carrifere. “You do not desert your friends in misfortune. You have 
opme, although Busserolles and Rangouze have deserted me. ” 

^ “ What misfortune has happened to you, mademoiselle ? ” asked 
Bautru’s uncle. 

“ The misfortune of being hissed, if you please — and you know tind 
very well.** 

“ No, I did not. I was not there at the end.’* 

“You were wise to go away. The piece was idiotic. I beg your 
pardon, my good’ M^tel ! ” 

“ Oh ! you may say anything you like about it,” replied the journalist. 
“ I bad so little to do with it ! ** 

“ It was written by two clever men, who will have their revenge some 
other fime,” said Rosiue, sneeringly. “Everyl5ody knows that,” she 
added. “ Now, let ua drop the subject and take our supper.” 

“ By all means !’* said Escandecat and the tenor from Montauban, who 
felt inclined to drown their sorrows in the flowing bowl. 

“ You, too, Don Mano^l,” resumed Antonia, addressing the Brazilian, 
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“ you remain faithful to ill-treated artistes. I am greatly obliged to you, 
and shall not forget your kindness. ” 

Idle Brazilian was attempting a well-turned compliment when the 
folding*doors of the dining-room were thrown wide open. The Grass 
hopper passed her left arm under Don Manocil’s and her right under 
Souscarrihre’s, for she wished to please the colonel in Frunevaux’s 
interest. Rosine fastened herself upon Metel, her friends let themselves 
be led in by the singers, and Ze'Iie fell to Girac’s care. 

The supper was like all those that are furnished by a regular ‘caterer. 
The white ties of the wluskcred waiters, the usual bill of fare, with the 
usual wines, all was the same as it always is. But the silver was marked 
with the initials of the mistress of the house, an A and an M, for she was 
unfortunately burdened with the ridiculous name of Moucheron. , 

i:^ouscarriere congratulated her upon the handsome appearance of the 
supper-table, while the raarsala and salmon, with shrimp sauce, were 
being served. He hoped to induce her to talk about Pinnevaux. Antonia, 
who was not wanting in discernment, replied in such a way as to mislead 
him. * 

I may be obliged some daj' to eat in Oriel china, with riiolz knives 
and forks. Did you hear that it w-as a Dutch burgomaster who hired that 
theatre for me ? When he hears that T have not succeeded he will l>e in 
a tow'ering rage.” 

“No danger,” replied Souscarri^rc, politely. “But why didn*t the 
Batavian come to hear you sing ? ” 

“He wcmld have liked to do so, but I wTote to him that his presence 
in the theatre would only put ino out and injure my voice, and so he 
resigned himself to remaining in the Netherlands.” 

“ J>id you know that Frunevaux, the notary, was one of your admirers? 

I saw him in the slips this evening, and ho confessed that be thought you 
charming.” 

“For mercy’s sake, hold your tongue! A notary I What would 
people, say? Besides, he is very steady, and I have entrusted him with 
a little money of mine, which obliges mo to see him Boroetimes.” 

This w'as said so naturally that Guy’s uncle made no reply. The Tour 
Blanche and ChiUeau Margaux were served, and he helped himself to 
both, besides a.sking twice for some of the fillet of beef with artichokes. 

“I was wrong,” he thought; “ Prime vaux will pay up all right. 
And as soon as w© leave table I shall go home to bed. The wmie isn’t 
bad, but the company is not my style.” 

Antonia was already listening to the gallant remarks of her neighbour 
on the left. “ Madame,” said the Brazilian, who had not heard more 
than the first words of the dialogue, “ I am not from Holland, but I beg 
you to believe that South America is entirely at your service.” 

The jokes which followed as to the diamond mines in that country wero 
lost amid the noisy exclamations of the remaining guests. The singers had 
already taken a good deal of wine, especially lilscandecat, who was low- 
spirited. The tenor, seated between Ilosine’s two friends, was indulging 
in sentimental tirades,with the Hungarian lady, and declarations of love 
with the Italian. Girac was quizzing Z4^1io, who was out of hunfbur, and 
Me'tel talked scandal with Rosine. S^puscarrifere, on whose tight sat a 
handsome young girl, who had been playing the part of the “ Sultana of 
Cathay,” tried, in order to entertain himself, to compliment her a little, 
bpt as he soon found out that she was extremely stupid, he be^an to drink 
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Chambertin anJ eat Milanese timhale. He had not made the discoveries 
which he wished to make, and he felt sleepy. The conversation soon j^^rew 
louder, and when Moet’s Brut Imperial was poured, out no one could hear 
himself speak. The owner of the La Bretoche succeeded, however, in 
catching a few words which liosine addressed to M6tel. 

“ Is it true that Bautru is going to be married? ” she asked, taking care 
to speak very loud so that her words might be overheard. 

“ People say so, but I don’t believe it,” said M6tel. 

“I hope tliat he won’t marry the Count de Maugars’ daughter, at all 
events. ” 

“Why not?” 

“Because, if she married Bautru slie would be committing bigamy. 
Her husband is as alive as a man can be. He is in Paris, too, hiding 
away, but he has been seen.” 

Me'tel began to try to prove to bis neighbour that she was mistaken, hnt 
his eyes met Souscarri^re^ and he said nothing of the suicide in the Bois. 

“ I tell you that I met him yesterday at dusk,” insisted Kosine, “ and 
he will be arrested some day, see if he isn’t. ” 

No one said anything to this. The misfortunes of the Maugars’ family 
did not interest the guests, and Guy’s uncle had no desire to discuss the 
subject with Rosine. 

They were now at the dessert, and with the Constance wine the supper 
grew gayer and gayer. Everybody talked at once except Sousciirrierc, 
w'ho passed his time in tasting the wines. Antonia chatted with Don 
Manocl, and let her guests take care of themselves. 

Metel at last suggested going into the drawing-room to take coffee and 
play cards. The motion was seconded, for everybody knew that the 
Brazilian willingly risked large sums at play, and each guest hoped to win 
something. Even Escandecat hoped to recover from his recent disaster ; 
and Don Manotd, when Antonia stiggcsted gambling to him, announced 
that he would play a.s she wished, and left her the choice of the game. 

With this, every one rose and left the table, and Souscarriere asV'ed the 
Grasshopper’s permission to beat .i retreat. He declared that he ftdt 
tired, and that although he appreciated pretty women, he had given up 
cards years ago. Antonia at rirst attempted to detain him, but changed 
her mind and allowed him to depart, which he did without ceremony. 

She had reasons for letting him go in this fashion, for an idea had 
come into her head, ’j'he Brazilian was the kind of man to lose a million 
in an evening against a player with money enough to hold out against* 
him. Now, Pruiievaux had a hundred thousand francs in his pocket. 
He W’as in an adjoining room, and taking his supper l)y himself. Why 
shouldn’t he try his luck, now that Souscarriere was no longer in the way? 
The other guests w^ould not trouble themselves about him, notary or not. 

A portable roulette board was brought in, and Antonia went in search 
of the notaiy. While she was persuading him to play, Don Manoel be- 
came the centre of attraction, and he took his seat and placed in front of 
him the famous portfolio which had ajopeared so often at the club, ainl 
which far from growing smaller bad considerably increased in bulk. The 
players Vere all seated at the table when suddenly Antonia appeared, 
leading Prdnevaux by the hand. Hi.s entrance created a sensation. The 
unlucky man must have imbibed no small amount of the wine sent to his 
table, for bis face was as rod as a poppy. 

“ My children,” said the Gnisshopper, “ here is one of my friends. He 
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was to have been at our supper, but was detained by professional dutieiH. 
When he left the theatre he was obliged to go to a client^s house to dFaw 
up a will, ^ Don Manofel, allow me to introduce Monsieur Prunevaux, one 
of our Paris notaries, and a dangerous player.” 

The Brazilian bowed in a manner which seemed to say that he did not 
consider any player “ dangerous.’* 

Escandecat put his handkerchief to his face to disguise his emotion, 
for he imagined that this might be the person interested in the theatrical 
venture, and he was alarmed by his presence. 

That ‘white tie ’ has a way of acting that fills me with amazement,” 
muttered M^tel. 

The young ladies present were dividing the ivory counters which they * 
hoped to tuiii into money, and did not disturb themselves to look at 
Jh’unevaux. 

Rosine, however, darted at him. “Are you crazy y” said she, “to 
come here to play cards ? Girac will speak about it at the club, M^tcl will 
put it in his paper, and the singers will laugh about it wherever they go. 
This is no place for yoii, and I advise you to go away.” * 

‘ ‘ No, no,” stammered the notary. “These gentlemen will say nothing, 
and I want to amuse my.self to-night.” 

“Very well, but I see that you are rushing to ruin, and I don’t 
wish to lose the money which I placed in your hands. I have only had 
a jiart of it back, and you still have ten thousand francs which 1 was 
fool enough to hand you last month to Imy a first mortgage. Give them 
to me ! *’ » 

“ Willingly, You have only to call at my office to-morrow morning. " 

“There IS nothing to sliow that I .should find you there if I did. I 
want my money now !” 

“But, my dear friend, I hav^e not got it now.*’ 

“ Don’t tell me that ! If you had not got it you wouldn’t come in just 
at the moment when they arc going to play roulette. Pay up at once or 
I will^make a scandalous scene here !’’ 

Hhe w ould not have Jiesitatod to do so, and Prunevaxiv, who knew her 
w^ell, saw that he must yield. He took out his portfolio and gave a package 
of ten bank-notes to his terrible client, who put it in her pocket, saying : 
“I will send you a receipt to-morrow. Go and play now. The Brazilian 
is waiting for you, but if the C'Jiainber of Notaries obliges you to give up 
your office, remember that I w^arned you beforehand.” 

The game had already begun. The ivory ball rolled into the groove of 
the cylinder, and Don Manoel brandished his rake in the air. The players 
sat closer to one another in order to make room for Prunevaux, who placed 
hin).sclf between M6tel and Zdie, 

Antonia remained standing. She did not like gambling. Her mother’s 
disastrous course had cured her of any desire to i)lay. The widow 
Mouchcron passed her life wdth cards in her hands, and the allowance 
^vdnch the Grasshopper made her out of her salary as a singer was lost in 
pursuing chimerical “ martingales,” But although Antonia did not play, 
she was extremely interested in the struggle now beginning. 

“ You arc in lucl^,” said M^tel to Prunevaux, who, wdth soipe remains 
of professional dignity, took out his money under the edge. of the table, 
so as not to display the ninety thousdihd francs which he had about him. 

“ 1 don’t know, for I n<;\ er played before,” muttered the notary. 

“ So much the more reason why you should win. I will follow your 
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inspiration. But I hope that you are not going to play on the numbers* 
That’s only fit for women. ” 

“ Women know very well what they are about when they play by the 
numbers,” exclaimed Z6lie; “ the nine is out, and I have won* It’s tj-ue, 
I see, that a little golden pig hung from one’s bracelet brings luck.” 

'J’he other players had put their money crosswise and on the squares, 
BO that a shower of gold fell upon the counters laid down by them. The 
Brazilian had produced a few napoleons which were gone at once, and in 
order that everybody might be pleased luck had favoured even the* tenor 
and Kscandecat. 

“ It may be like that once in a while,” said the journalist to Prunevaux. 
“ Come, show that you are really a player ! Put three notes of a tliousand 
in the middle — there, right before you on that little square. I, who am 
not a notary can only put three napoleons. Good, there is the nineteen ! 
Wo have won !” 

Don Manoel smilingly held out six gold napoleons and six thousand 
francs in notes. Prunevaux could not get over having doubled his venture 
in so short a time. Ho already blessed the Grasshopper who had prevailed 
upon him to try his fortune at cards. She stood in front of him and en- 
couraged him by her glances. 

“ Now, triumphant notary,” exclaimed MtStol, “ you will oblige me by 
leaving all your profits on a simple chance ; you stake the maximum on the 
second throw ; 1 hope that this is good enough for anybody — a few move 
like that last one and you will have won more than the value of your place 
as a notary. Come, the maximum at miss. 1 stake too ! ” 

He was still talking when the ball, after a long evolution, fell into the 
cylinder with a little sharp sound and lodged itself in one of the copper 
grooves. 

“ First, red, uneven, and miss,” exclaimed Mdtel, who had risen to 
read the fiat of fate more quickly. Six thousand, one hundred and 
twenty to pay, Seflor Manoel ! ” 

Prunevaux took liis money up with joy which ho did not disguise. He 
began to regret not having played cards from l\ls childhooil instead of 
drawing up contracts. The turn which followed sobered him a little, 
liowever. A “zero” came out, which earned off lialf ot the maximum 
which his neighbonr had advised him to put on “ mis.s.” He won again, 
lost again, and then won again. He no longer needed to be advised, and, 
be.sides, did not vary his play. The maximum at “miss” was wliat he 
still held to, and when he won he raked in his gains, and when he lost her 
drew supplies from the pile of bank notes upon his knees. 

I'he game continued with varied results. M^tel and Girac lost. 
Escandccat, also, although he did not hesitate to advance or withdraw 
whatever ho ventured, according to circumstances, putting it close to the 
limit traced on the tablocover. The women won ; Hosine, especially, who 
always played rather liigh. They did not trouble themselves aliout I’rune- 
vaux. ‘ ‘ Each for himself ” is the watchword among players. But the 
banker did not lose sight of the only adversary it was worth liis while to 
notice, and Antonia followed the chances of the battle with interest. 

She cGvitented herself with mentally expressing ’the sincerest wishes 
for Prunevaux’s success. But fortune does not smile often on those who 
need her most. She had favoured Piuncvaux at the outset only to betray 
him after wan Is, for a couple of hours later she fairly turned her back 
upon him. The larger numbers began to appear in series, and the poor 
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notary, who stuck to miss, saw his reserve dwindle away very rapidly. 
11 e did nothing now but bend down to take notes off his knees under tlid 
Uble. 

“ Take care, my dear sir,” said Rosinc, who rose for a heavy venture, 
“if ycai continue to go on at this rate nothing will be left you but 
3'^our brass plate.” 

** What do I care for my brass plate?” growled the notary, who had 
completely lost liis head. 

Prom this moment all went wrong. Number thirty-six seriously 
d\minished the last bundle of thousand-franc notes, and, as though in 
nu)ckery, the nineteen finished him, although it had given the now ruined 
notary his first winning at roulette. , 

“ Kcd, uneven, and miss ! ” 

Tliese M'ords, uttered in a soft voice by Doti Manoel, made Antonia’s 
sadly sobered lover start as though he had heard his death-warrant, for he 
now understood tlio jargon of the game. I'he Brazilian’s rake took away 
Ids final hope, and Antonia, who had gone to see Rosine off, returned at 
tlie moment when the unfortunate man gave up the game. She had no 
need to question him to know what had happened. His face spoke plainly 
enough, 

“ (jlo and wait for me in the boudoir,” she whispered in his ear. Ho 
mechanically obeyed her, aud no one noticed his pitiable retreat. As long 
as the struggle lasts the dead are not thought of. 

rruiicvaux liad scarcely strength to drag himself to the boudoir, where 
he had better have remained all the evening. He entered it and threw 
himself upon a divan aud remained there motionless, without voice or 
courage. He had not even the strength to shed tears. Twenty minutes 
afterwards the (Grasshopper entered, 

“You are angry with me,” she said. *‘You ought not to be so. I 
gave you bad advice, but I did it with a good motive. You mustn’t give 
way like this now, because you are in a fix ! You had better be thinking 
how to get out of it. What are you going to do now ? ” 

“ I tlon’t know,” said I’ninevaux, with a dazed look. 

“ Can you reniain ijj, Paris? No? Well, then, you must go.” 

“ Where shall I go, now that 1 liavo nothing left ?” 

“No matter where. You have the five hundred Inuis which I offered 
you, and which you won’t insult me by refusing. 'That is enough to 
cn.iblc you to vait a wliilc. I will endeavour to quiet your creditors by 
reasoning uith them, even the Count de Wangars. I think that the 
.colonel will hsteii to what I shall say on the subject. Ho won't refuse to 
listen to me if I ask him to prevent any complaint being made against 
you. All that won’t give you back what you have lost. AVhcii you 
return you cannot set up as flawless and perfect, you know ; but if you 
remain you would be in a terrible plight. So then, my friend, be off 
without losing a moment ! By the evening, all Paris will know the story 
of your overthrow at roulette. It is four' o’clock. There must be trains 
which leave for Brussels or London at six. You need not take any 
baggage, and I have time to change my dress to go with you to the 
railway-station. You will bo safe before any one asks you to account for 
yourself.” ^ « 

The unfortunate notary did not yield without some difficulty. He 
tried to set aside arguments whicli could not be refuted; he rebelled 
against the idea of accepting the Grasshopper’s generous offer, but, at 
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last, he was obliged to yield to her pitiless logic and to submit to' the 
humiliation of placing tlie bank notes in his pocket. She had the 
delicacy not to offer the money until they reached the station, and then 
she forced it into his hands. He had no will any longer, and suffered he: 
to do as she wished. After an affectionate farewell the ill-matched lovers 
parted. Prunevaux went away with a broken heart, 

Souscarrifere, however, had reached homo well pleased with his even 
ing. He had delightful dreams while the notary was being ruined, for he 
thought that he had got Maugars’ money back, and that Madeleine had 
married his nephew. 


Xll. 

Xhe colonel was extremely fond of his nephew, and if he had consented 
to prolong his stay in Paris it was only on Guy’s account. He was not, 
however, so countrified as not to appreciate the boulevards. He had led 
a truly Parisian life at one time, during the ten years which had elapsed 
between his return from Africa and his settling down at La lireteche. 

. He was beginning to like it again, but he did not look upon it as he 
had formerly done. Noisy card parties, dinners with gay company, and 
bachelor’s breakfasts no longer pleased him. UTheatricals bored him, and 
the attempt which he had made to stay out the performance of the 
operetta had not encouraged him to begin again. He was not tempted to 
join any club ; still less to go to the balls at Mal)iUe, but he enjoyed 
riding Guy’s horses in the morning and inhaling the fresh air of tlic fiois 
de Boulogne with expanding lungs. He drank only water at breakfast, 
strolled about the courtyard of the Grand Ifdtel, where lie took his coffee, 
amid the going and coming of English and American people, listened to 
the military music in the garden of the Tuileries, and seated himself, at 
the hour for drinking the usual decoction of absinthe, in front of some 
caf«S where he was likely to meet old comrades. He smoked the best 
cigars, and did not trouble himself for the present about verifying the 
accounts of his agent, advising his farmers, or overlooking his game- 
keepers, having left all that behind him in the country. 

He fully enjoyed the absolute liberty which is only to be found in 
Paris, and by those who have money to spend. lie might have fancied 
himself back again, had he chose, at the happy time when, as Lieutenant 
Souscarriere, he had only chought of enjoying himself. The first days 
following his arrival had been greatly saddened by the misfortunes of his 
friend Maugars ; but the sky was clearing, all dangers seemed set aside, 
his nephew’s future appeared secure, and he might flatter himself that ho 
had largely contributed to all this auepess. He had won the right to rest 
upon his laurels. 

The morning after Antonia’s entertainment, Souscarriere, reassured as 
to Prunevaux’s solvability, resolved to give himself a full day’s lioliday, a 
day which lu* would pass as best suited himself. The Vesiiiet lovers 
could get along without him, and Guy had undertaken to carry M. de 
Maugars the good news furnished by MtHel, who stated that Estelan’s 
death was about to be oflicially recorded. 

Accordi;^gly Souscarri^jre rose considerably later than usual, went to 
the Hammam, to take a Turkish bath, made a full breakfast at Tortoni’s, 
walked' to the Fine Art show in the 'Ghanips Elys(?es, where ho hoped to 
see. a battle-piece, and found but few, returued on foot at five 
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o’clock, and took up liiti position outside the Cafe do la Paix to I'est 
himself while looking at the passci-s-hy. 

This amusement, dear to country people, was one which he greatly 
liked. Tlie promenaders on the boulevard did not resemble those whom 
he had seen in his youth, and he knew no one among the crowd of foreigners 
and scedydooking men who moved perpetually up and down the side^ 
walk. But ho liked to exercise his sagacity in guessing by their faces and 
dress to what social category they belonged. He was often mistaken, for 
prefects, now-a-days, often look like billiard-markers, and magistrates 
resemble the bailifl's of small market- towns ; but he recognised, twenty paces 
off, all the old officers or soldiers, and knew at once who were the real 
ladies among the Avomen of all sorts who passed before his eyes. 

He was enjoying this innocent pleasure wdien a little brougham coming 
from the direction of the Madeleine drew up short, tJiere being several 
A^'hielcs in the way. Tlie horse Avas a good one of pure breed and caught 
Sou scovrii re’s eye, and while he was examining it with a knowing look, a 
w'omaii’s profile appeared at the do6r window. The ex-Chaeseur d’Afiiqu© 
took no notice of this, and continued to examine the shape and action of 
the animal, when all at once he saw the coachiuan turn r(iand to take all 
order from his mistres.s and then turn the bay to the left. The carriage 
drew" up to the sidew^alk and the woman's faie appeared again; and this 
time she made signs to the colonel, l^lio nodded most familiarly to him, 
beckoning him at the same time. 

Soiiscarri^re at first thought that she was mistaken and took him for 
some one else, or that the invitation was intended for a handsome young 
man who was drinking A’ermuth beside him, for he did not recognise the 
lady, and had not the vanity to suppose that some one had fallen in love 
\ ith him Avhile he ifvas drinking his absinthe. 

But the beckoning now became so energetic that he could not mistake 
it. It Avas really he whom the lady was summoning, and as he wislied to 
be polite under all circumstances, he rose and w alked towards the eai i in go. 

“ What ! is it you ? ” he exclaimed, as he recognised Antonia. 1 am 
inexcusable for making you wait. I do not know what 1 t oiikl Jiavc lu cji 
thinkin'g of. Your charnwng face is not one of those that can be forgotten ; 
but I hardly thought that after leaving you so late at a gay supper you 
would be here at an hour when many pretty women are still asleep ” 

“ No, it isn’t that,” said Antonia, w'itli a pout which was very becom- 
ing. “You did not recognise me because I am dreadfully altered. Admit 
that I look very ugly.” 

“ I’ll perish first! I proclaim, on the contrary, that you ought to go 
at once and sit for your portrait. A little pale, perhaps, but Avhat of that? 
Those ‘after-supper’ looks are vciy hecoining.” 

“You may laugh if you like, but I cried till daybreak. And vihat 1 
have to tell you is no laughing matter, I can assure you. ” 

“ What is it ? ” asked Souscarricre w ith some suspicion. 

“ Prunovaux has gone ofl.” 

“Gono off?” 

“Yes, he has fled to England. He has spent his clients’ money, find 
he owes more than a million.” 

‘ ‘ Who told yon this ? ” * 

“ He did. He came to see me afj^r you had gone awa}^ and con- 
fessed everything. 

“ And you let him go ! Hid you help him ofl ? ” 
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No, but I went with him to the railway station, If I had not lent 
him a little money ho could not have paid his faro. Do you call that 
helpinc; him? Trunevaux helped me to make my tUhiU. It failed, but 
the kindness was none the less. It was not for me to denounce him. 
Besides, had I been capable of such a thing, what good would it hate done? 
He does not take a penny of his clients’ money with him.” 

“Do you expect to make me pity the miserable wretch ? ” exclaimed 
Souscarrierc, furiously. “ Do you know' that he has stolen six hundred 
thousand fiancs from one of my friends?” 

“ From the Count dc Maiigars? Yes, I know that. I know it so W’ell 
that 1 promised him to sell a part of what remains to me and pay it back, 
for X owe it to Prunevaux on account of what he invested in the operetta 
for my sake. ” 

“ Wlmt nonsense is this? The Count de Maugars would not touch 
your money. But I’ll catch this rascal, and if he does not pay up I’ll 
thrash him 1” 

However, Souacarribre now paimed, for ho remembered that his anger 
coubl not justly be turned on the Grasshopper, and the reproaches he 
uttered would do no good. 

“ The proof that I am interested in you and your friend,” resumed 
Antonia, “ is that I warn you in order that you may form your plans at 
once. To-morrow everybody will know that Prunevaux has made off. 
At present no one but his head clerk knows it.” 

“ You arc right,” replied Souscarricre. “ I will say good day, then,” 
and he left her without further ceremony. 

The office of the faithless notary was in the Chaiissee d'Antin near the 
Caf4 de la Paix. Without taking any further notice of Antonia, Sous- 
cariibrc throw' some money to the waiter at the cafe and went off in the 
direction of Pnuievaux’s place of business, lie still hoped that the Grass- 
hopper had exaggerated the evil, but bis interview woth the head clerk 
deprived him of liis last illusion. The clerk confessed, with a dowmeast 
look, , that his employer had left a letter which removed all doubt as to the 
reality of the catastiophe. The disa‘.iter was all that it had been, repre- 
sented to be. Prunevaux had squandered every ’copper he could lay his 
haiuls upon, and had nothing left, even of bis personal property. As for 
the numerous creditors, the clerk could hold out no hope. Souscairiere 
went oir in complete <lcspc.ir, and thought that bis best course W'as to 
inform Maugars at once of wiiat had happened. 

“ When X think that I am p^irtly the evause of tliis, it seems as though 
1 should go mad !” he said to himself, “ for had I more vigorously insisted 
upon some satisfaction from this miserable notary I might have foiced 
him to give up something at least. If I had but six hundred thousand 
francs at my disposal, I swear that I would take them to Maugars and let 
him think that 1 received them from Prunevaux. But I have not got 
them, and, besides, ho will see by the papers that his scamp of a notary has 
absconded. Well, I will sell La Breteche and give the money to Maugars, 
for X consider myself responsible for what has happened to him. He will 
refuse, but I shall force him to accept it by managing some other way. 
He cannpt prevent me from giving my fortune to my nephew, by a will 
made at once, and as Guy will marry his daughter in a year’s time the 
evil w'ill bo* almost repaired,” v 

These reflections filled the colonel’s mind till he reached the Place du 
Havre. He intended to take the first train that started. He knew 
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that he would find Guy at V^sinet, and this was an additional reason for 
hastening there, as ho wished to talk over the matter of Prunevaux^a 
flight. 

But the day was destined to be full of surprises. Just as he reached 
the arcade, round tho courtyard of the station’, he saw Alaugars aproach- 
ing him, and was struck by the expression of his face. “He looks very 
much disturbed,” thought iSouscarritre, “perhaps he already knows what 
I have to tell him. ” 

Tho count caught sight of him and hastened forward. His first words 
were: “ I was going to see you. I wished to tell you of my misfortune, 
our misfortune, I may say. You thought that I had suflered enough, did , 
you not ? That tlje fatality which hangs over me had done its worst ?” 

“Alas ! only an hour ago I learned that it had not. I know what boa 
liappened*, and was going to V(5»inet to talk over some way of parrying this 
fresh thrust.” 

“ kSoiuc way ? There is no way. All is lost ! I have only to die, for I 
am accursed. But wlio told you?” 

“ Be calm, my friend. I will try to arrange matters so that you shanlt 
suffer too much by tlie disappea»*ance of this ” 

“ What disappearance do you allude to? What are you talking about? 

I don’t understand you, and I see you don’t understand me. kstelan is 
arrested !” ndded the count, grasinng f^ouscarricie’s arm so hard that he 
almost broke it.” 

“ Estelan arrested!” repeated the ex-colonel. “How can that be? 

It is iinposkible ! You know very well that he is dead.” 

“ I bc'licvod that lie was,” replied M. de Maugars, bitterly. “I do not 
believe so now, for T liave just received a visit from the detective who 
already came to mo on the day of Madeleine’s wedding, you remember? — ■ 
and lie told me that I’stclan had been in prison since ycstcrd.'iy. ” 

“This is astounding! incomprehensible! 1 ordered (iuy to go and 
tell you that the certificate of death W'as about to be made out. 1 lieard 
it from a man who was told so by one of the ii jipcr clerks ut the prefeef in e. ’* 

“ Tiie police were dc<;eived as well as ourselves. TJic man wlio com- 
mitted suicide ill the Bois dc Boulogne was not Estelan, and the jiroof of 
it is that Ebtclan was arrested last night by one of tlio detectives wlu) have 
been on the watch for him for a month. Tliey lecognised him, although 
he W'as disguiscil, and, besides, he did not deny Ids identity. lie allowed 
himself to be taken to the lockup unresistingly, and afterwards to tho 
depot. And what is still more astonishing, he asks to see me,” 

“ And you have consented to sec him? and come to Paris to ” 

“To consult with you, in tlie first place. I am not calm, and if you 
don’t help me with your advice I am incapable of coming to any conclu- 
sion. 1 was going to the Grand Hotel to find you. If I had not met you 
I don’t know out that 1 sliould have thrown myself into the .Seine.” 

“ Fortunately, I am here,” replied Sousearri^re, He felt as deeply as 
his friend the blow w'hich had come upon them all, but he did not lose his 
composure, for he realised that it was not the moment to overwdielm 
the Count de Maugars by telling him of Prunevaux’s flight. “Let us 
go into this restauraiif,” he said, aud he pointed to one near tlub station. 

“ We can take a private room, and we shan’t be disturbed ther.e.” 

“ 1 don’t feel like dining,” cxclaimi^ Madeleine’s father, with a gesture 
of protc.st. 

“ My dear friend, you must dine if you wisli to live, and your duty is 
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to live. I ask you to come aiid talk over all this. You can eat or not, as 
you like; but \vc can consult together as to the best course to be pursued, 
and decide in what way to act. I am ready to go with you anyv here. I 
suppose that you don’t intend to return to \V*sinot to-niglit ?” . 

‘^No. I told my daughter that I should stay in Paris to settle my 
account with the notary. ” 

“ Come with me, then,” said Souscarri^re, passing his arm through liis 
friend’s. 

The count allowed himself to be led away. He had no will left. 

“ Guy remained down there, did he not?” asked the ex-colonel, as they 
walked on. 

“ Yes. I hadn’t the courage to deprive him of the pleasure of spending 
the evening with Madeleine, and as my cousin is there ” 

“ They know’ nothing vet, then ! ” 

“ No. They have still a few hours’ happiness left them.” 

“And they W’ill leam the truth only too soon. You acted rightly in 
saying nothing to-clay. Let us go in. ” 

iSouscarri^re then urged Maugai*s to climb the stairs leading to the 
upper floor of the restaurant, followed him, and asked the first W'aitcr thi‘y 
met to show them to a private room. “ Bring us w’hat you like,” said he, 
“ and don’t allow any one to disturb us.” 

Then, left alone with Maiigars, who had thrown himself upon a sofa, In- 
said: ‘ ‘ Let us begin at the beginning. Where was your son-in-law arrostod ? ’ 

“ Two steps from here. He was at the wicket of the Saint-Germain 
line waiting to buy a ticket.” 

“ At what time ? ” 

“ At eight o’clock.” 

“The very time when I w’as going to the tlieatre. I must have almost 
met him.” 

“ You w'ould not have recognised him. lie W'oro a workman’s frof‘k 
and had shaved off his moustache. It required the keen eyes of a detective 
to identify him.” 

The waiter came back at this moment wdth sojiie dishes, followed by a 
butler, who was carrying vari(»us bottles in baskets. 

“ Now,” said the energetic uncle, “ I suppose that you did not fail to 
ask the detective what he tliouglit of your son-in-law’s case? What does 
he think of it ? Does he believe him to be guilty ? ” 

“ He did not say so. He only said that lilstelaii did not show the least 
concern when he was taken betoie a magistrate : that he strongly asserted 
his innocence, and announced with perfect coolness that it would be 
proved at once. ’ 

“ That^neans nothing. All accused persons sing the same song. How 
does your son-in-law explain his escape through the window on his 
we<ldiiig-day ?” 

“ He dei’iares that when he leaped from it he intended to kill hunself, 
but having miraculously survived, he determined to live, in order to clear 
himself.” 

“Of course. He can scarcely find anything else to say. But wiicre 
did he g*) after his leap ? ” 

“ the house of a friend, whose name he refuses to tell.” 

“I suspect that I know who thl friend is. He must be very devoted 
to give him an asylum uuder such circumstances. I do not sec any one 
who would do this but the IVIonsieiir Aubijoiix of whom I told you.” 
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“ IV hat does it matter who it was ? My son-in-law is arrested, my 
name is disgraced ” 

“ Was he accidentally caught ?” 

“Nor In the morning tlie public prosecutor received an anonymous 
letter which informed him that Estelan was in Paris ; that no one knew 
where lie was hiding ; hut that lie went out every evening dressed as a 
workman, and took the train to Saint-Germain. The public prosecutor 
transmitted this information to the prefecture of police which did not 
attach any great importance to it, for it was l)elieved that the body found 
in the Bois de Boulogne was Estelan *s, and the certificate of the decease 
was already prepared. However, to satisfy his conscience, the chief of 
the secret police sent two detectives to the station, men who knew Estelan 
fjom having seen him at the Trinite, and they arrested him the same 
evening. ” 

“They ought to have taken him when he liad bought his ticket,” 
muttered Souscarriere. “ Tliey would liave known then where he went 
every niglit.” 

“What good would that have done ?*’ muttered Mangars, slirnggiitg 
liis shoulders, 

“ But they would have known, then, whether he went to your villa at 
V(''sinct.” 

“ What ! do you think that he ha<l the audacuty to ” 

“ Remember the scene of the other evening, that vagabond in dismiss 
whom my nephew followed, and the bouquet of roses which he threw 
down as he fled ” 

“What! — could that have been he? Tlie marchioness declares that 
since that occasion the gardener has every morning found a similar bunch 
of How'crs thrown over the garden railing during the night.” 

“ I’ll venture to say that he did not find any this morning. The flowers 
were for your daughter, and Estelan brought them.” 

“My daughter ! how' dare he presume ti> love her ?” 

“My dear friend you quite forget that she is his wife after all, his 
wife by law ; that he lu^s a right over her, and doubtless flatters himself 
that her heart is his. Besides, the imprudence which lie has evinced in 
trying to see her from afar proA^es that he has never renounced the hope 
of re-appearing completely cleared. I f he had not relied upon the prosecution 
being stopped or upon a full acquittal he w'ould not have amused himself 
wdth tlicse sentimental excursions, instead of crossing the frontier. ” 

“ You talk lightly of all these mysteries, and attempt to clear them 
up,” replied Maugurs. “But you can’t alter the fact that Madeleine’s 
situation and mine arc desperate.” 

“ Desperate is an cxaggcfrated tci in. The situation is a vfcry sad one 
for my ncpliew also, and I siiflcr fioiii it as much as others. We need fo 
know" all its bearings, for Ave arc quite in the dark about it. Howulid the 
detective explain tlie mistake Avhich evciy one seems to have made about 
the suicide ? The detectives, just like cA"ery one else, seem to have taken 
the man w'ho blew out his hrains in the thicket for Estelan, for they W'ere 
on the point of officiidly recording the death of your son-in-law.” 

“ The letter placed beside the body decehed them, so the^dctoctiA^e 
said. He added that it Avas in the s^ne handwriting as all the denuncia- 
tions sent to the public prosecutor concerning Estelan. The communica- 
tion tliey I’coeivcd yestcrd.'iy was evidently written by the man Avlio 
sent the first tAVo notes, together w'ith the one found near the fellow who 
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committed suicide. The detective showed me that latter and the last 
anonymous communication as well, and the handwHi^g of both of them 
was alike. The detective added that it wair the'^me with the earlier 
denunciations. ” 

“ Good I I see now that all this cowardly work has been done by one 
man. The kind warning sent to Estelan to induce him to leave his place 
of refuge concealed a trap, that’s clear. The scoundrel who has sworn 
his ruin missed his mark the first time, but he set about it in another 
way. He has spied upon all the clandestine movements of your son-in- 
law, and as soon as he was sure that he was right as to his identity, he 
informed the police. But 1 don’t understand how it is that the note sent 
to Estelan came to be found beside a gentleman who had just shot 
himself in the Bois de Boulogne. It wasn’t the wind that carried the 
paper there, and surely not the postman. Can you explain this strange 
circumstance ? ” 

“ I can’t. I have had thoughts which I have refused to entertain. T 
have thought of chances by which the man who committed suicide might 
have received a letter which was not meant for him.” 

“ That is absurd 1 He would not have kept it carefully up to the very 
moment when he blew out his brains.” 

“I thought, too, that the man who shot himself might perhaps be the 
accuser, who was seized with remorse and had blown out his l)rain8 instead 
of sending the perfidious warning ” 

“That also is impossible, for he has begun again, you see, long after 
the death of this unknown man. What (iocs the detective say of this 
strange enigma ? ” 

“ He looks upon things as a police-agent naturally would, apd suspects 
that the letter was placed beside the body by its writer, who wished to 
have it believed that Estelan was dead. ” 

“What inteiest could he have of that kind, as he wanted to have him 
arrested ? He must liavo gucssetl that some one very like Estelan was 
going to commit suicide expressly to enable him to utilise that letter. 
And he must have found a chance to thrust the .note iu the dead man's 
liand, for it can't bo supposed that the letter was brought there after the 
man's death. 1 was passing on horseback along the road to the lake 
when 1 heard a shot under cover but ten paces off. Monsieur Frddoc, who 
was with me, went at ouce into the wood, and seven or eight minutes 
afterwards ho brought me the letter. If any one had been prowling about 
near the body Fredoc would have seen him.” 

Maugars made a gesture which signified that all these conjectures did 
not matter to him. “Good heavens !” he said, “who knows but that 
the detective believes that you arranged that tin’s letter should be found 
there, and that Monsieur Fredoc helped you ? He said that you would 
both bo called upon to make a deposition before a magistrate as to your 
strange disc* ^ery.” 

“ What !” exclaimed Souscarri^re, “they suspect me of having con- 
cocted a story — that is to say, of having lied — and at the same time they 
suspect that worthy fellow Fr6doc ? They are really too foolish ! Then 
they musl'o also suspect us of having denounced your son-in-law. That 
would follow on the rest. "Whoever lias done one of tJiese villanous acts 
has done the other. They hold on to one another, and are interwoven 
like the meshes of a web.” 

“What can yoii expect?” said the count, with indiff'erence, “The 
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police are mistrustful by profession, and they ply their calling without 
inquiring whether you are my friend or wdiether Fre'doc is an honest man/* 
“ You are right, that is not their concern. And, what is more, I think 
that they hardly care to know who wrote the anonymous letters. Wo 
alone arc interested in discovering their author, we and Estelan, for the 
wretch who wrote them is certainly aiming at him. But the police have 
taken their time to acense us. Why didn’t the idea occur to them when 
the body of the man who shot himself w^as brought to them ? They so 
little thought of anything of the kind that 1 was not even summoned to 
make a statement. As for Fre'doc, he was with them for w^hole days at a 
time, and they never whisjicred thek absurd suppositions.” 

“You forget that, at tliat time, everything seemed to point to the 
belief that the dead man was ICstelan ; but now that he has re-appeared, 
they ask who prepared this ‘ dramatic effect * of the letter bemg found 
near the body, and it was arranged.” 

“Yes, but that points to some aim. What aim can it bo?” repeated 
SouscarriCre. “What has anyone to gain by all this? There was evi- 
dently a wish to have it believed that your son-in-law was dead. Why«? ” 
“l^erhaps to turn suspicion aside — to give him lime to escape.*' 

“No. He Mas in a safe idace; if he had not been imprudent enough 
to leave it he w'cnild not have been arrested ; and if he had meant to go 
abroad he could have done so the day aft<'r lie leaped from tlie window. 
Besides, the letter is not from a friend bnt an enemy, and a bitter one, 
M'ho pursues him without cessation and without mercy, and has done so for 
a year past. But 1 can’t understand M'hat he was driving at with this 
suicide business.” 

“ Suppose that it has been arranged to harm me ? ” 

“Harm you ! The news of Kstclan’s death could not ho a sorrow to 
you. Kvor^djody felt that yon could not regret getting rid of a son-in-law 
who was liable to be convicted of a ciiinc.” 

“ But if I were allowed for a time to fancy that he was dead my 
situation m ould be worse still when he was ultimately arrested, and bo it 
has proved. ” , 

“ I don’t sec how it could be worse.” 

“Don’t you see that this last event will kill my daughter? I cannot 
conceal from her much longer that her husband is yet alive. After the first 
misfortune she would have become resigned, and she almost was so when 
you told nio that Estelan had blown out his brains. I had decided to 
leave France, and she would have follow^ed me without regret ; for if she 
had not forgotten your nephew, at least she had not again begun to think 
of him. We urged her to receive him, you know, and -we succeeded only 
too well. She loves him now, and it is no longer, as formerly, a chihlisli 
love but a deep affection which engrosses every thought. 1 cannot tell 
you hoM' changed she is. She does not speak, or smile, or live, till Guy is 
with her.” 

“ And he only lives when he is in her society.” 

“ What will become of them both w'hen they find out that they cannot 
many ? Your nephew will enlist, I suppose, and go to seek death in Africa, 
but even in that ca^e he will bo less to be pitied than Madelein% She will 
never cease to mourn him. Have you looked her future, in the face? 
Whether that wretched Estelan he<itonvicted or set at liberty she will be 
his wife, as now, obliged to bear his name, to follow him wherever he may 
go, to live with him — to morrow^, if he be sot free ; in five or ten years’ 
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time if he be sent, in the meanwhile, to the galleys. She might, perhaps, 
have formerly had the courage to submit to the fearful lot which became 
hers through this unhappy marriage, but now that her heart is another’s 
it will kill her ! ” 

can’t even rid you of him with a sword thrust,” muttered 
Souscarri^re, who again thought of his original plan, “ I can’t fight with 
him while he is in prison.” 

‘ * How does it arise that we are all in despair now ? ” resumed Maugars, 
with increasing animation. It is all due to the cursed mistake which you 
led me into, the fatal letter found in the Bois.” 

“ Yes,” said Guy’s uncle, slowly, if that was intended to do ns injury 
it certainly succeeded. Bat at whom was it aimed among us all ? Not 
at me, who have lived so long away from you and from Baris. Not at my 
nephew, that isn’t likely, for who could guess that he loved Madeleine ? 
She herself is not in the matter. She has no enemies, and cannot have 
any.” 

“I have.” 

“Who are they? ” 

“ If I knew I should not ask advice of you. I should go straight to 
the rascal who has not feared to .strike at a poor young girl, who never 
injured him, in order to reach me. I should spit in hia face, and if he were 
too cowardly to hold a sword or pistol, 1 should kill him. I shall never 
discover him, the infamous wretch ! He is lading ; but I feel that he is 
acting in the dark, laying traps for me and spying upon my movements ; 
I feel that 1 am in his power, and that an unseen hand, an invisible hand, 
which I cannot take hold of, is stretched out at me ; I feci that I cannot 
escape him, and that he will carry his vengeance to the last extremes.” 

“ Be cairn, my friend, and don’t let your imagination run away with 
you ! The reality is sad enough, and it is useless to create chimeras 
which increase your grief. Refinements of wickedness, such as you have 
in your mind, are beyond possibility. Hatred like that may have existed 
in Venice and Florence in the fourteenth century, but now they arc 
altogether unlikely. There are no more men with sufficient strength of 
character to hate ho long. Quarrels are settled iff forty-eight iiours and 
then forgotten. The liabit of rapid liquidation lias been learned on 
’Change. I have no great faith in the existence of this implacable enemy. 
There arc circumstances in this matter which I cannot account for ; the 
cause escapes me, but fatality is the chief motive power. Don’t let us 
lose our time in fighting phantoms which only exist in your imagination, 
but let us consult as to present necessity. Your son-in-law wishes to see 
you, you say ? ” 

“ He has Iiad the audacity to ask to see me. ' 

“ Shall you consent ?” 

“ No. If I saw him I should strangle him.” 

“ I think that you would act more prudently in avoiding the interview, 
which woula only servo to incite you against him, and might end in 
violence. Still, one or the other of us ought to see Estclan.” 

“Why?” 

“ If only to find out whether he is guilty or not,' by questioning him. 
I know very well that however innocent lie may be your daughter wfill 
none the less siifiV.r perfect martyri^pm, but wc must take measures in 
view of eventualities which may arise. We must decide what is to be 
done if Ma<leleiue’s husband is set free.” 
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“ I shall e 3 tile ni^^aelf with her.” 

“ That will perhaps be the wisest plan, but it is not easy to carry out 
at once, and Kstelaii may be set free in a few clays. ” 

“ You believe in his innocence, then ?” said Maugars, bitterly. 

“lam beginning to believe in it. His conduct is not that of a gtiilty 
man. If he had stolon he would at once have gained the frontier, and 
would not have exposed himself to arrest by secretly taking l3ouquets to 
his wife. Besides, Monsieur Aubijoux, who is certainly a very worthy 
man, guaranteed him with an assurance which I must take into account. 
Blit this is not tlie -question. Where will you go when you leave France?” 

“ It niattera very little to me, provided I escape from Estelon. There 
is nothing to keep me here, for, by good luck, I have not signed the* 
papers for the purchase of the estate which I intended to buy near your 
own. I shall avail myself of the funds which Prunovaux will* give me 
back on Tuesday, and then ” 

“ Maugars, are you a man?” interrupted Souscarri^re, w'ho saw that 
the time had come for telling liis friend of the faithless notary’s flight. 
He lioped tliat ho would feel it the less at this moment, for what was tho . 
loss of his fortune compared to his daughter’s sorrows ? 

“ Wliy do you ask me that ? ” said the count, in surprise. 

“Because I have another misfortune to tell you of. Prunevaiix has 
(lisappearod. The scoundrel spent ail the money wliicU you had the 
imprudence to place in his hands, and he has fled like a robber, as he is.” 

M. de Maugars started, but did not turn pale. “I am ruined,” said 
lie, calmly* “ That is the final blow ! I have but one resource left- It 
is to return to Louisiana, where 1 have a little land belonging to mo — 
enough to enable me to live with Madeleine — and there I can stay until 
I die.” / 

“ You have a friend in me, and all that I possess is at your disposal. 
We shall return to the plan you speak of later on. I-et me first say that 
I ought to have shown more energy as concerns this rascally lawyer. If 
1 had run after him more closely, he could not have escaped, me. We 
should hold him now, and at least have the pleasure of treating him as 
he deserves. Now', as regards your son-in-law', would you like mo to sec 
him in your place ? ” 

“ Would you do that for me ? ” • 

“ I would, and I promise that the interview would not be an idle one. 

I V ill make him confess. I shall find out what ho amounts to, and what 
you liave to expect from him. If I could persuade him to vanish for over, 
whatever result may follow on his arrest, I shall not have lost my time. 

I suppose that the law^ won't prevent my approaching him, and as 
I must shortly go to the Palais de Justice, the matter will soon bo 
settled. As for your journey to America, you shall go if you wish 
it, for T need not say that I will give you money if you require it. 

If I were in your place and you in mine, and you offered to share 
your fortune wdth me, I should accept it without any scruple. I expect 
then, that, to begin with, you will come at once to La Breteche. You 
shall only stay there as long as you like, but the great point is to get your 
daughter out of Kstelan’s w^ay. Y^ou must tell her the sad ti^th down 
there. You w’ill be alone there ; for Guy, of course, will^ not return. 
Since the separation must take plac^ let it be at once. I Miall remain 
here with my poor nephew*. When I can go to you, I will do so. By the 
vay, Guy must have wondered at the detective’s visit?” 
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** 1 did not allow him to see that it disturbed me.'* 

But Madeleine must have been surprised at your sudden departure 
for Paris.” 

“No. I said that I had urgent business to attend to, and th,ey woro 
so glad to pass the evening together that they did not say much to detain 
me. My cousin must have wondered, somewhat, for she questioned me, 
but I said very little. She could not have kept the secret, and I don’t 
wish that any one else than myself should tell my daughter of her mis- 
fortune.” 

“You are right. The good marchioness has feeling but sho lacks tact, 
and she would not have spared Madeleine at all.” 

“I forgot to say that Guy gave me a letter for you,” resumed M. de 
Maugars, putting his hand in his overcoat pocket and drawing out two 
sealed envelopes, one of which was square and the other oblong. He 
handed the square one to Souscarri6re, and opened the second himself, 
saying: “This is addressed to me. It came just as I was getting into 
the carriage to drive to the station, but I -was so troubled in mind that I 
did liot think of reading it then.” 

He now unfolded the letter, and had scarcely glanced at it when he 
exclaimed: “ You refused to believe that my troubles were the work of 
an enemy who had sworn to ruin me. He unmasks himself at last, for ho 
writes as follows: * liouis Vallouris, called Estelan, has just been arrested. 
He is at the depot of the prefecture of police. Ho will go thence to 
Mazas and elsewhere. All the papers will speak of this important capture 
not later than to-morrow, and they wdll talk of it for a long time, for care 
Will be taken to keep them informed of the various iialts made by the 
husband of Madeleine de Maugars on his way to the galleys.’ ” 

“You aro right,” said Souscarriire, “ in this last touch I recognise the 
amiable correspondent who has been persecuting us for the last six 
w'eeks.” 

“ The public,” continued M. de Maugars, still reading the letter, “will 
learn another piece of news which interests Monsieur do Maugars. The 
notary Prunevaux has just taken flight, leaving enormous debts behind 
him, and the sum which Monsieur de Maugars had deposited in his hands 
is completely lost.” 

“Ho knew this, also, yo\i see,” said the ex-colonel, angrily. “The 
rascal is extraordinarily weli informed.” 

“ The 'Count de Maugars is ruined, as all he possessed was in Pmne- 
vaux’s hands. Before long ho will be disgraced, for his son-in-law will 
go through a trial at the assize court, and will very probably be convicted 
of theft. If by chance ho should not be convicted Monsieur do Maugars’ 
situation will be none the less painful. His daughter, who believes herself 
to be a widow, intended to marry a young man whom she idolises, and 
whom she has really loved a little too soon. She must follow her husband’s 
fate, and he is not disposed to give up his conjugal rights.” 

“ The infamous wretch ! ” murmured Madeleine’s father; “ho has fore- 
seen and calculated everything. ” 

“ Y^es,” said Souscarri^re ; “ but what astonishes me is that he knows 
what goes on in your family, and I wonder where he* got his information 
from. We shall return to the subject. Go on ! ” 

The counf resumed, in a husky voV*>e : “ Monsieur de Maugars is there- 
fore completely crushed. He is wounded in his fortune, his pride, and 
his dearest affections, Does he think that chance alone has brought about 
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his misfortunes ? If so, he is mistaken. A man has been the cause of 
all — a man who has followed Louis Vallouris, step by step, from the 
clay of his introduction to Monsieur dc Man gars. This man knew Louis 
Vallouris’ past, although he had assumed the name of Kstelan, and he waited 
to denoiftice him until his civil marriage was an accomplished fact. If the 
police had only arrested the affianced husband of Mademoiselle do Maugars, 
tJie count would not have sullered enough.” 

“Ah! the venomous scamp!” exclaimed Souscarrifere. “I should 
take extreme pleasure in running him through ! I hope that the end of 
his ignoble letter will help iia to find him. Go on, Maugars.” 

“Tlio same man could have given up Louis Vallouris a few days after 
his disappearance. But ho foresaw what has happened since then, and ^ 
preferred to give Mademoiselle de Maugars time to fall in love uith a 
another suitor and promise to marry him.” 

“I don’t think that running him through would be half enough. J 
shouhl like to roast him over a slow fire,” muttered Guy’s uncle. 

“ When the time for his revenge -was ripe he let the police know, and 
the lawful husband was caught. The enemy of Monsieur de Maugars 
has had the satisfaction, besides all this, of largely contributing to the ruin 
of Prunevaux, the lawyer. His task was not a hard one, for the notary 
only asked to rush into the kind of society which has ruined him. It was 
sufiicient to introduce him into it.” 

“This is monstrous! unheard of! in the Middle Ages this wretch 
would have ■w’illingly become a public executioner, in order to have the 
phiasure of torturing the nmocent. ]’>ut what does he aim at after all 
this ? Hoc^ he tell the reason for the sa\n.£rc hatred which he’ feels ? ” 

“We sliall sec,” said Msuigars. “ Heaven grant that he may betray 
himself on the last page of this odious document.” 

And he read on : “If Mon.sieur de Maugars accuses the man who has 
planned and executed this revenge of being cruel, let him examine his own 
conscience. Let him ask himself wdiefcher, in the guy life wdiich ho 
formerly led, he ever caied to know, when he seduced a wile, wlietlitjr he 
broke ajiusbaiid’s heart or not. I..ot him remember the time M lien nothing 
stayed him, and when he^ielded only to passion or caprice. What did it 
matter to him that he brought. others to dishonour and despair ? He went 
wherever his fancy led him, treading under foot witli proud disdain what 
he called ‘prejudices,’ breaking all social bonds, and deriding all human 
feelings. To deceive an imprudent woman, and then to desert her to follow 
another, was but natural to the Count de Maugars. Those whom he but 
wronged wore the more fortunate, but some died. 

“And he went on, without looking back, pursuing his career as a Don 
Juan, without soul or shame, until the day came when he thought that he 
had made sure of a happy old age as a husband and a father, like the 
men whose happiness ho had destroyed. He did succeed for a time in 
possessing tranquility, and flattered himself that his crimes would remain 
unpunished. 

“Who was there to punish him? One. man remained of all those he 
had injured. Ho had sulfercd most cmclly. The Count de Maugars had 
deprived him of all t|;at he hold most dear. At the time when ho, the 
count, committed this unw'ortliy act, this man might have challenged him 
and obtained satisfaction, lie preferred to remain silent aifd to wait. 
He wished more than a duel could gii^ him — he wished a revenge propor- 
tionate to the outrage inflicted upon him, and the atrocious Bulferings 
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which he had eiuluiech He swore to apply to his enemy the law of retalia- 
tion ; an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth. He waited for t\\ enty years, 
and has now been able to revenge himself in part. Monsieur de Maucaih’ 
wife died far from France, but he had a cherished daughter. He has been 
wounded through her, and now this man tells him what he has done, ainl 
that he did it. ” 

“ It seems to me that I am dreaming,” exclaimed Souscarriere, dashing 
his heavy fist upon the table. “ What a miserable scoundrel I Where tliu 
devil did you meet with this wild beast? ” 

ThQ count resumed his reading without replying. He was very pile 
Mild his hands trembled. “ Let not Monsieur de Maugars believe that his 
enemy is a coward. That will soon bo made clear. The author of tins 
letter will wait until the fate of Louis Vallouris is settled. Ho wishes 
enjoy his vengeiuiec to the utmost. But when he knows what amount of 
shame and despair the future reserves for the count and his dangliter he 
will come forward and propose to the man ho hates a duel to the very 
death. Meantime, he sends him the assurance of his utter contempt. ” 

This was all. The count let the letter fall, and said : ‘ ‘ There is no eoiu\se 
remaining to me now but death.” 

“ [ should not talk of dying if I were you,*’ exclaimed Souscarj'iere. 
“ Don^t let yourself be cast down by the threats of this rufiian. Take 
courage, my old Maugars ! We shall conquer him, and 1 shall begin by 
trying to find him, for I don’t rely in the least upon his promise to conic 
forward. That is mere bragging. Had he any blood in his veins he would 
have begun by a challenge instead of plotting infamous things. But I -wull 
find him, the villain, or I’ll know why. And when I do, 1 can assure you 
that he shall not escai^e mo. But you must help me to find liim.” 

In what W'ay ? ’’ 

“ Search your rnomoiy. It is not every day that a man can bo found 
who is capable of w'aiting twenty years to revenge himself like a very 
Borgia. This wrathful fellow' cannot be like other people. There mu>t 
be some recollection of him in your mind. There is a passage in his letU i 
which may help you; he says that you ‘deprived him of all he held most 
dear;’ and one might suppose that you carried * some one off ! Have you 
anything of that sort on your conscience?” 

M. cle Maugars started. 

“ Have I guessed correctly?” asked Souscarriere. 

‘ ‘ It happened once, ” said the count, with some hesitation, “that a w'oinaii 
left her husband for my sake, but I did not know him. I never saw him.’’ 

“ Then you did not meet his wife in society ? ” 

“ No — not at all.” 

“ You were received at her house ? ” 

“No. She belonged to a good circle, although not to the very highest 
society. But she preferred not to receive me at her house. Our acquaint* 
ance resulted from the merest chance, an act of politeness to a stranger.” 

“ Shall J offend you by asking how' it ended ?^’ 

“ She is dead.” 

“ Her husband never interfered with you ? ” 

“ Never. He, too, must be dead.” 

“ That might be ascertained. ” 

“ I knov of no one bearing the same name.” 

“ Persons sometimes change. theft* names. It is evident to me that the 
man who wrote this letter lives in our midst, 1 might almost say in your 
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house, as he knows all that goes on there. Now, I myself w'as ignorant of 
your son-in-law’s arrest.” 

“ It i.s not surprising that this man should have known it before you, 
for it was he who denounced Estelan for the second time.” 

“ But Prunevaux’s flight was known to him also. How did he ascer- 
tain that ? Pnmevaux went to Antonia’s house at four this morning. She 
told me so hei’sclf. He took the train for the north at six o’clock, after 
w riting to his liead clerk to tell him of his departure. Even now, there 
( an’t be more than five or six people who know of it. The anonymous 
writer must know Prunevaux or his clerk, or Antonia, or some .person 
with whom they arc acq’iainted. Perhaps your persecutor may know a 
w oman culled Itosinc, who declared at Antonia’s supper that Estelan had« 
heen seen and would bo arrested.” 

“ That would explain his knowledge of the notary’s flight, but not how 
lie knew that my daughter loves your nephew, and that I had hoped they 
would marry. You wtic quite right wdieu you said that he must have 
visited at my house.” 

“ But no one goe.s to sec you now,” replied Souseaniero. “ Ever siueo 
the first misfortune you have been at Vesinet, and yon only receive Ouyj 
tlie marchioness, and myself.” 

“The wretch has perhaps bribed my servants, and made them talk,” 
sniil the Count de Maugars. 

What could they say? They certainly don’t know that you wished 
that your daughter should marry Cuy dc Hautni.” 

“ They have guessed it. Guy passes all his time with us, and does not 
conceal his courtship of Madeleine.” 

“Yes, but the man who wrote that letter has certainly much more 
precise information than wliat your servants are able to give. Bead over 
that part of his letter in which he refers to your daughter marrying again. 
Jl(‘ even has the insolence to W'rite that Madeleine loved Guy ‘a little too 
soon. ’ Believe me, Maugars, the s(*anjp has licen informed of our plans 
from their inception.” 

“ By whom i Wc alone know them, tor even my cousin is not aware of 
all. She seas that the y»ung people are fv>nd of one aijotlicr, but I liave 
not said that I should consent to the marriage. Besides, she ha.s not left 
N'esinet since Guy went there finst, and Guy is discrclion itself. I am 
not in the habit of talking about my own affairs to servants, or to any one, 
and certainly not aliout those of my friends. We shan’t discover any- 
thing liy looking in that direction.” 

“ Well, show me the manifesto of your enemy. Perhaps by reading it 
over I may see some starting-point lor our search. ” 

The count handed Souscarrierc the letter, which he had tlirown upon 
the table, and waited in silence until his old comrade had ceased to weigh 
the terms in which it was written. The dinner was over and M. do 
Maugars had scarcely touched it. He now stared vacantly at the faded 
hangings of the room whcie so many tender confidences had been ex- 
changed, and at the minora on which so many women had traced their 
initials with their diamond rings. He thought much less of his fortune 
than of his daughter’s troubles. 

‘ ‘ I have the startifig-point,” suddenly exclaimed Souscarri6re.« “ Liston 
to this : ‘ Prunevaux only asked to rush into the kind of society which 
ruined him. It was suflicieut to introduce him into it.’ Your amiable 
correspondent means by that : * It was I who did so.* ” 



•niE DA'S' OP BEOKOOTNOf. ' 


ifo 

“ ’vrell?” 

“ Well, then, it is now only necessary to find out who introduced 
Prunevfiux to Antonica, the singer, for it was she whom he was infatuated 
with. 61ie received him just before he fled to Belgium. He hired- the 
theatre where she was hissed last night.’* * 

“ How can you find out the name of the person who introduced hirfl 
to her ? ” 

“She will tell it to me, sure enough. She has no motive for hiding 
what must be known to several of her companions. I shall begin my in- 
quiries to-morrow. ” 

“ What good will it do ? ” 

“ It will enable us to come face to face with the monster who is making 
war upon yon. I wish to talk to him as he deserves, and treat him as he 
should he treated. ’* 

“ Jlis death would not save my daughter from the fate which awaits 
her, even if you killed him in a duel to-morrow.” 

“ I hope that I shall in some way be ablo to prevent Kstelan from 
annoying her. There is nothing to prevent my fighting him if 1 choose. 
I am not his father-in-law.” 

“ How' have you any right to demand satisfaction of him? If ho bo 
guilty, he will escape you, and if he be innocent, he has notliing to 
reproach himself with. By what right would you pick a quarrel with 
him ? He would be at liberty to refuse to light with the uncle of a man 
wlu) loves Madeleine, and aspires to marry her. No, my friend, don't 
indulge in foolish hopes. All is lost, and now' 1 have only to to die in 
Louisiana. My tormentor woll, perhaps, not follow me there.’ 

“ Kstclanrmay follow you to claim his wife. Besides, what will become 
of your (laughter w’hcTi you arc no longer alive ? Who will protect her? 
I tell you that I will suppress the pooiile wdio have troulilcd her life and 
youis, and destroytui the happni(*ss of all of us. What docs it matter 
whether it is their fault or not? I whsh that they were out of the way, 
and I swear that they shall be ! 1 aviU see my nephew tp-morrovv, and 

learn wliat he thinks. As for the culprit, I promise you that I wiJl lind 
him in a week from now; and, as a beginning, I^'^vill Jielp yon through a 
man w'ho knows Bvunevaux, Antonia, Antonia’s friends, and everybody, 
and wliose advice wnll be well worth following.” 

“ Who is he ? ” 

“Monsieur Fri^doc, my nephew’s friend, who became mine and has 
done me good service.’' 

“Fredoc-!” repeated the count, thoughtfully. “Are you sure that 
this is his real name ? ” 

“ I am not sure about it, for I never saw his certificate of birth. Bui 
wdiy do you ask that ? ” 

“ No matter.” 

“Do you "cally suppose that it is ho who — but that would be absurd 1 
He has never been married, and, besides, he is incapable of a bad act.” 

“1 have 110 motive for thinking the contrary. But have you never 
Bpokeii to him of the possibility of a marriage between Guy de Bautru and 
Madeleine ? ” , 

“ Yes,^ replied Souscarri6re, after a short pause. “On the day when 
w'e found tlie letter in the Boia de Boulogne, I did not hide from him that 
Estelan's suicide would leave the fiefti open to my nephew, and that it was 
xny fondest hope that he would marry your daughter. 1 even think that 
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at Monsieur Aubiioux’s ball Guy confided to Fr^doc that he had lox^cd her 
and would be glad to court her once more, if she were free. But I repeat 
that we both knew whom we were talking to. Monsieur FrcJddc is a 
geiftleiijan. He has always been very friendly to my nephew,, and he 
favoured mo with the same feelings, and took the greatest interest in the 
misfortune which fell upon you.” 

“ But why did he refuse to call on me?” 

“ It was your place to call on him. It was for you to go and thank 
him.” 

“ For having taken the trouble to prove that my son-in-law was dead? 
To what do you attribute the zeal which ho allowed under these circum- 
stances ?” ^ 

“ To his n&tnrally obliging disposition and the sympathy which ho felt 
for Guy. Arc you not sure of that ? Then you seriously suspect him ?” 

“ I am not alone in that, for the detective who called upon rne wislies 
to make him explain the strange discovery of the letter, found so con- 
veniently near the dead body as to make it appear as if Estclan had made 
away with himself.” 

Souscarri<!!re was silent for a moment. ITo was reflecting about the 
anonymous letter. It was written by the same person who brought 
about that mistake in the Bois de Boulogne,’^ he said at last. I can 
perfectly recognise the handwriting, v, hich is very peculiar. It is large, 
legible, but not firm. The facts would all be clear, if Frcdoc were a 
scoundrel, I did not go with him into the wood ; he might have taken 
the note from his pocket, although he said he had picked it up near th^ 
corpse, ancl he might have dipped it in the blood flowing from the wound 
before bringing it to me. But it must then bo supposed tlft,t he had it 
ready beforehand, which is a very strange idea; and we must also con* 
elude that he is the hidden enemy who has been pursuing you, and v^hose 
wife you carried oflf, which cannot he supposed. Come now, in good faith, 
can you see any resemblance between this worthy old bachelor and an 
infuriated husband?” 

“ !• tell you that I never saw the man whose wife died after deserting 
him to follow me. I nifver saw this Monsieur Fvedoc either. He would 
bo about tlie same age however, for you say that this Monsieur Fredoc is 
about sixty, and the man I allude to would be now a year older than my- 
self.” , 

“You never heard, then, what became of him ! ” 

“No. I was not in France when he left Paris, where ho bad always 
lived. The aflair took place between my first and second journey to 
Louisiana. It was speedily brought to an end by the lady’s death. I felt 
the bitterest regret and rernorse. The bad beginning had an evil end, and 
I had to reproach myself wdth driving a worthy man to despair. I was 
carried away by a mad passion which blinded me to everything but my 
infatuation ; and the man wdiom I thus betrayed has every cause to loathe 
and detest me. But if it be he who thus pursues me after twenty years 
have elapsed, he does not know the full hearings of his act, and if he comes 
forw'ard eventually, I need say but one word, strange as it may seem, to 
make him endure all that he has inflicted upon me in trying to revenge 
himself.’’ ’ 

“You cannot tell mo what this word is ?” 

“ I cannot, ” curtly replied M. d^Maugars. 

“Keep this weapon in readiness, then, to use it when the time comes. 
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can at joast tell me the name of the man vrhom you eo dooply 

M why do you wish to know it ? ” 

** My doar friend, I can see that, rightfully or not, you Bu$p6ct4?f^oc. 
I think that you are wrong, but I do not rely upon my own fS^Sifigs, and 
J Wkh to subject the m'au you suspect to certain testa. In the first place, 
I wish to got hold of a few lines of his writing, so as to compare it witlj 
that of the document you just read.*’ 

** If he originated it, he would not have been so foolish as to pen it him- 
self.” ‘ 

Perhaps not. But it seems to me that, for a letter like this, a man 
would scarcely venture to employ a secretary. But however that may be, 
it is worth while making an attempt and if you will let me have the letter, 
it will help me. ” 

** Keep it,” replied Mangars, with indifference. 

“And now, if you consent to tell me the name of the husband in ques- 
tion, 1 will suddenly mention it in the presence of Fre^doc and see what his 
face may betray.” 

“ I will do so, but I shall expect you to be very careful in making use 
of this test. The man’s name was Yvrande.” 

“I shall not forget it. And now, my old friend, I again repeat that 
nothing is as yet in a desperate state, and that you may rely upon me 
whatever happens. Let mo act alone; you will spoil everything if you 
attempt to do anything whatever. Go back to Vdainet, and say nothing 
to your daughter of w'hat is going on, or to tlie marchioness either. Giiy 
writes me word that he is going to return by the nine o’clock train. You 
Won’t see him, as you will cross him on the way. I will tell him the bitter 
news myself. To-morrow I shall probably be called before the magistrate, 
and 1 will try to see Estelan. I shall, perhap.s, meet Fredoc at the pre- 
fecture, and I will then see what I can do in that direction also. I shall 
find out, at all events, how he accounts for the find ag of the letter near 
the dead man’s body.” 

“ Bo as you see fit, but promise mo t ■> conceal n )thing from me,i what- 
ever result may follow.” ** 

“I promise.” 

“ 6ne word more 1 What shall you advise your nephew to do ? Don’t 
you think that he ought to keep a\vay from my house ? " 

“For the time being, certainly. » But 1 do not think that it will bo 
well to tell your daughter of your sorrows. Wait until you know more. 
Make some excuse for Guy’s absence. He writes me word that he will 
come to see me to-morrow uiorning, to speak of an affair which concerns 
one of his friends — a duel, perhaps That is as good an excuse as any. ” 

M. de Mangars made no objection, but ho was far from sharing Sous- 
earrifere’s view, being no optimist. The ex colonel, on his side, felt that 
facta were v anting to convince his friend, and that acta must speak for 
themselves. He rang for the waiter, paid the bill, conducted poor 
Madeleine’s unhappy father to the railway-station, and returned slowly 
bo the Grand Hdtel to prepare at leisure a plan for the campaign he pro- 
posed to begin upon the morrow against the known apd unknown enemies 
of the Cofint de Maugars. 
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